Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



S?iS? 



Xt ?7 



:,, Google 



D,a,l,;t!d'bvG00glc 






:,, Google . 



ailizodbvCoOglc 



TH£ 

WORKS 

or Tai 

REV. JONATHAN SWIFT, D.D. 

DSAN DF ST, PATRICK'S, DUBLIN. 

ARRANGED BY THOMAS SHERIDAN, A.M, 

WITH- 



A, NEW EDITION, IN KINETEEN VOLUMES; 



JOHN NICHOLS. F.S.A. EDINBURGH AND PEHTH. 



LONDON: 

tMHTmrOKJ. JOHNSOH) I. HICKOU IHD SON ; R. 



DiailizodbvCoOglf 



bv Google 



CONTENTS 



SIXTEENTH VOLUME: 



Pagt 

QD£ td Dr. WinUm Saocroft, late Lord Archbishop of Can- 

•, , lerbury. , 9 

Odeto sir Wiliiain Temple ..., 1^ 

Qde to King Wiliiani, on h|i Succcis in Irelaod 3^ 

Qde to the Atbeaiaa Sode^. 2^ 

Tp Mr. Congreye. ••■■:■; »* 

OccauoDed hy Sir William Temple'i late lUneu and Re- . , 

corery.. . ..•-.. ■■■•• ••• 41 

WrittcD ID a Lady's Ivory TatJe Book , ^ 

Mrs. Francii Ham»|s Petition . , 4,8 

A Ballad oa die Game of Traffic ■■.,... 53 

4^^ad,— To the tuoe of the Cut-pnne M 

The Discovery &S 

The Prabl«n.. S? 

The Pacription of a Salamander sp 

To the .Earl of PeUdiorow 61 

On lb? Union , . . . , ,. , . 63 

On Mrs. Biddy Flt^d, or the Receipt to form a Beauty d* 

Apollo Outwitted : €9 

yaDbrug,h'a Houk.. 67 

•Jhe HiitMy. of Vanlmigh'* House 71 

BJ^wna and Philemon .......... " 74 

Elpgy on Partridge the Almanack maker Jg 

ijjs Epitaph ...... 62 

Merlin's Propbe<^ . . . , , . . , , , 83 

A Deicription of the Morning.. S4 

A Peicription of a City Shower.. 8S 

Ob tbc Little House by tb« Cliiirchyard of Cistlenock 88 

The 



=dbvGooglc 



tv «SMTSRTI. 

Page 

ITicVirtncsofSid HaroM's Rod i, .. .91 

AlU», or fhf Minister of Slate ;■- . /.. . . - 94 

^ A Town Eclogue '. ..i .. ..i .' ^ 

-Epitaph on the Earl of Berkelej ...,• ^-Qf 

> Linu on Mr. Harley's being stabbed gs 

- An excellent new Sung on (be EarlofNotdngham..; ' Jb. 

The Windsor Pmphec/. SOl 

Epigram..^...- :.' 4.,.:.'. ^...., iOA 

Corinna ~ib. 

- The FaUe of Midas loS 

' Tolaod'i. fnTiistioa to DwmI •. - <09 

Peace and Dunkirk, ao excellent new SoDg . . ^ . . , if 1 1 

- Imitation of Horace, Book i. tp. 7, addreaMd to lord Ox- - 

ford 113 

'The Author upon hinutlf '. ;.; 418 

The Faggot. *. .,■ ■...■..■,..■..■ 7 121 

Catulla* de Lesbia ...... .■.;..... 123 

■ On a Curate's Complaint of Hard Doty, ....'.. ' ib. 

epigram from the Frcndi .. ;;;;....... ;-.■..: 124 

To Lord Harley on his Marriage , .-.■. .•.-. . . ;-. .-, . .". . .'. . . 135 

Cadcnus and Vanessa :..'...' ;. , . 127 

ToLtive 154 

A Rebus, by Vanesta -. 155 

The Dean'* Aniwer ....,....: ■, 156 

Imitation of Horace, Book ii. Sat. 6 "iS? 

Horace, Book ii. Ode 1, paraphrased, lb Mr. Steele ; 1O4 

John Denois's Invitation to Mr. Steele, in Imitation of ^ 

Horace, Book i. Ep, 5 ..........;.-. ;I6B 

In Siekncss , '173 

The Fable of the Bitches ...j .v"I74 

Horace, Book iii. Ode 2, sent to the fiarl ofOaford ia the 

Tower... -. 178 

Phyllis, or the Progress of Love :.: ..^. ; 177 

Ad Amieum eraditom Thomam Sheridan .,....; -"180 

Horace, 1iook iv. Ode 9, addressed to Abp-ltiog ; 181 

A Motto for Jason HasBtd .,.,:..... -.'182 

ToMr.Ddany 188 

- A left handed Letter to Dr. Sheridan IB? 

Til Dr. Sheridan ; . 188 

Dr. Sheridan to Dr. Swift. ,'. . 190 

■The Dean's Answer .-.^ .....<,.,.. 191 

Dr 



:,, Google 



CONTIHIS. T, 

Pag* 

i>r. Sberidao'i Reply to tbe Dean . , - jgi 

To the lame, by Dr. Sheridao. ,. ,. IpS. 

Stella* Birthday, 1718-19.. , Iy4 

T«Dr. Sheridan ■...:'. :,..; , 191 

Dr. Sberidad'i Answer'.. .',..'., , 1Q7 

Dr. Swift's Heply. ... ..: 108 

Stella's Birthday, I71t|-20 .--■■■•> • 199 

To Sr^lla, oD transcribing bis Poems 301 

To Stella visitiug tnein roy Sickness 303 

AaEle^on ibe Dealh of Dcioar the Usurer.. ..^ 200 

Epitapti on the eame 211 

To Mn. Houghton of Beaumont. , .,' ib. 

Venet written on a Window at tbe Deaaery , . 213 

On another Window ib. 

Apollo to tLcDean > 213 

News from E^nasuu, by Dr. DHany ....-.,., ..... SI7 

Apollo's Edict ; occaiioned by the tbreg(»ng ,,,. 220 

The Run upon Ifari Bankers 322 

The Dtacriplioo of an Irish Feast 225 

An EiLcelleni new Song on a seditious Pamphlet .226 

The Prt^resiof Beauty..". ,... 231 

The Progress of Poetry 233 

The South Sea Project 235 

Tlie Dog and Shadow 242. 

To a Friend, on being libelled , ... . .:ib. 

Billet toaCnmpany of Players 243 

Epigram 245 

PrologOe to a Play for distressed Weavers, by Dr. Sheridan. . 244S 

Epilogue by the Dean 24/ 

Answer to the Prologne and Epilogue, by Dr. Delany 249 

On GflUstowD' House, by Dr. Delany... 251 

The Country Life 252 

Thomas Sheridan, Cl»rlt, to George Mm-Dan-Dean, Esq. . 23/ 

George-Nim-Dan-Dean's Answer. 25S 

George-Nitn-D^-DeaA's Invitation to Thomas Sheridan. . . 260 

.Verses to George- Nim-Dan Dean, Esq. by Dr. Delany 2^ 

Verses by Dr. SnUt to Dr. T. Sheridan, 00 his Verua in 

Circles. ' 2S4 

On Dr. Sheridan's circular Verses. 265 

.On Dan Jackson'* Hcture, by Dr. Delany. 206, 

On tbe lame, by Dr. Sheridair. u67 

On 

* L ,l,z<,i:,., Google 



'H' COHTIMTI, 

<^'1b«Mnib, by Mr.Rbchfbrt ^ 

©n'thBiamft, l^Dr.SwiR ib.^ 

Daft JackiOti'* Defthci! ,. '. "269 

Mn Rochfirt'B Reply 271 

br. Delaoyi E*piy 27J 

D*. Sheriflfth B Hq)ly 375 

A ftrjditidef, by the Deab, in Ja<^ioh's Name 27^ 

Anfither Rfcjoihdef, by the Dean, in Jackson'i Name 27ft 

Sberifl^'i Stibriiissiori, by the Dean 27^ 

■Bsthe Rev. Daniel Jatkson 260 

"to Dr. Sheridan oh bis Art of Panning 281 

thh tfrtgitial of leaning. From Platos Symposiacks,, By ^ 

Df. Sheridan. . . '. 2M 

Pttm thy miich honoured Friend at Heldelville. [Dr. t>e- 

' -lany]... ■.:.■... .;..: 265 

9<<!lla to Dr. Swift on his Birthday 28? 

Srtla'a BlnhdSy, 1721-2 289. 

dtt tfitf grMt buried Bottle, by Dr. Dclany ib, 

K^pttapb, by the same.... 29O 

iSf^tlaV Birthday : a great Bottle of Wine, long buried, being 

that Day dug op, 172^-3 v 29O 

A Satirita? Elegy oh the Deati'df a GeneraJ 293 

DranSrhedrey'sPetilion 294 

"ttre DiiJfeV Answer, by Dr. Swift 297 

\Wsc4 by Stella., 293 

ft: Dcldily'i Villa 309 

Ob-ofltfoftht WiDdtnvs at Delrille. 301 

Cart>eliae Rapes 302 

TVimdafca by Dr. Duntln 303, 

IJpon- the' boWd Plot discovered by Harlequin 305' 

Sftffla ar Wiod ftrk 307" 

Birthday Versus on Mr. Ford 311_, 

Jdm cddgels Ned .' 315 

A Ouibbrihg'Blegy od Judge Boat ib. 

Ptthoxtbc Great 3)7 

l*ny the' Cookmaid's Lettfcr to Dr. Sheridan 320 

A Nc* Year's Gift fur Bee ". 322 

Din^eyadd Brent ', 323 

Ho-Sttlhi:: 324,,. 

Ofr Dreams: T'. \ ..".."...-.f... .. 32<r 

Wncsixxadt^nedby Wlutsbea'i'Mottoon his Cwicb. . . . . . 327 

From 

I ,i,z<,i:,., Google 



Pagt 

#roai Dr. Dclany to Br. Sfltift. ..., ,., ,^.,r .„..^.a» 

. Tbe Answer, ,..,...., 330 

Av<]uiet Life and a good Name.. ...,,►...„..-- 309 

"Tiui Birlh of Manly Virtue ,..,.. .^tfk 

Verses on the nprifibt Judge wis* Goademiiei) Un Dwptw'A ■ 

Printer ,_, „ 33c 

On the same, » ; .ib. 

^q the same ...t ..,..,., 3JIS 

i^dlei . .,...., *.:.,' , 3afcT3»' 

A^Rccdpt to restore Stella's Yogth 3<30 

Stella's Birthday, 1734-5. ..,.., , , BGT' 

Epigram on Wood's Birass Money, ,.,, .,.,.,.. 3^1^ 

A^Similic on our Want ^f Silver, , ^... -^ ilH 

Wood an Ins^.^ , ,,,,, ^•■■,., -350 

PrpmetbeuBj or Wood the Patetitee'i Irish Hal Ipence ., .37a 

On Wood the Ironmonger , .. . «.,.^- -,f ' »' (W*" 

Will Wood's Petitionto the People of Ireland, .,.,.. i,,i.;»7.& 

A new Song on Wood's Halfpenoi „, . ,. . ..?7»; 

A serious Poem on Will Wood..... ,. ... 38J.' 

ToQailca ,...^ 384 

A Portrait from the Life .,...,. ^..,, 385 

Upon stealing a Crown, when the Deaa was asleep „ .;, ib. ' 

The Dean's Answer '.,",., ,,.. 386; 

The Storm; Minerva's Petition i.^.... 387,- 

Ode on Science 300/ 

Stella's ffirtb-day, 1726-7 - 391 : 

Horace, Book I. Ode 14, parafArased 3^4 > 

Verses on the sudden dryingnpof St. Patrick's Well 39S , 

C^ resding Dr. Young's Satires 401 ' 

nie Dog akd Thief, 403 

Advice to the Grub Street Verse Writen .« . , 404 ' 

Epistle to 3 Lady «!? . 

A,young Lady's Complaint £>r the Dean's Stay in England. , 414 - 
A letter to the Dean while in England, 1726. By Dr. Sbe- 

ridat) 415 

Palinodu. Hwace, Book I. Ode 16. -. -^t^ : 

Bee's Birth-day 419 . 

On the Collar of Tiger ,421 ■ 

£pig;am* on Windows , . . . . -123—4120 

To ivaa, 00 New-Year's Oaj 424 

Apai^ 



:,, Google 



Page 
A pastoral Dialegae between- Richmond X-odge and Mactile 

HW .......: 427 

JDesire and Posaewion. . . . . . 431 

OnCenBore .■ .; 434 

The Fomiture of a Woman*! Mind 435 

Clever Tom Clinch going to be hanged 437 

Dr. Swifi tu Mr- Pope, while wriiiug the I>unciad 438 

A Lowi Poem fioiH a Physitian 439 

>Tn Dean Swift, by Sir Arthur Acbewn 441 

Dean Swifi at Sir Arthur Achcsnn'a 443 

On a-very old Glau at Market Hill 444 

Dr, Swift's Answer ih. 

On cutting down the old Thorn at Markct-hiil ib. 

Epitaph oa the Earl of Suffi^'a Fool in Berkley Church- 
yard 44S 

My Lady's Lamcntatioti and Complaint ib. 



bv Google 



P O E MS 



DR. SWIFT. 



TOL. XTI. a 

Li.iiiz .Google 



DiailizodbvGoOglc 



, P E M.§, 
' ' nil. SWIFT, 



ODE TO DR. WILLIAM SANCROFT, 

L4TB LOUD ABCBBIEHOP OF CAITTSBBOSriK ' 

writeh in may iSeg, a-^ th*.;».ksir« 0¥)t^«, 

LATE LORD BISBOP OV-RLTo 

I. . , 

J. BtJTH is eterndt, and the Son of Jieav^o, 

Bright effluence of th' immortal ny; , 

Chief cherub, and chief lamp, of that highsacrad 

Seven, 
Which guard the throne by night, aind are its light 
by day : ■ i 

First of God's darling attributes, 
Thou dally seest Him face to f»ce, 

• TioA poem, with that addreaed to Mr. CoAgrerc, aod ifn 
QOeoti Kr William Temple't UlDCssaDd Rocotetjf, were *« pub. 
Mibed in 17S9, from an «nt]«aticlt manuscript, feirly tild cor- ' 
WMly wrilteo out, u if intended for the presi j and from ihe dam. 
it It fup^Kwd that tbew were aoxxiK the firit, if net the earliot 
ptvdaetioci of the Ilean'i Mdm. X, 

»« ,Nor, 

U.,r,l,z<,d.vL-.OOgIe 



4 STTIFTS POIHS. 

Xor does thy essence fix'd depend on giddy cir- 
cumstance 
Of time or place^ 
Two foolish guides in er'ry suUunary dance: 
Ho\vsh;itl we find Thee thea hi dark disputes S 
How shall we search Thee ia » kkttle gain'd, 
, Or a weak argument by force tnaiRtaia'd? 
In dagger contests, and tb' artillery of words, 
(For swords are madmen's tongues, and timgues 
are madmen's swords) 
Contriv'd to tire alt patience out, 
And not to satisfy the doubt ? 

But where. is ev'n thy Image on our earth ? 
i'or of (he person much I fear, 
Since Heavea will, claim its residence a^ well as 

birth, 
And G«?rtl feiinSel'f hai Said, He shall not find it ftcrC. 
For this inftrior ■M'ortd is but Heaven's dusky 

shade, 
By dark reverted rays from its reflection made 4 
Wheiice- tbe weak shapes wild and impicfff ot 
pass* . ; 
Itike .suftbeaipB i.sbot al to«o far distance from a 
glass : 
.Wliichall the niimick forms express, 
Though in strange uncouth postures, and uncomely 
dress ; - 

So wlwj^iCartesiau artists try 
■ To solve appearances of fight 
In its receptfOH to the eye, 
And catch the'living landscape through a scanty 

r*j The eiperimeDt of the dsrit cbamber, to demoniitrate ligbt 
to be by reception of the ot^eA^and not by vmiiaio^. ' *. ■ ■ - 

Th 
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eSB TO AACHBItHOr lAVCROFT. S 

The figures all invtrted Blie\r, 
And colours of a f&d«d hue ; 
U«re a pale shape with upward fbetst^ 
treads, 
And men seem walking on their lieadi; 
There wlxfle herds suspended lie, 
Ready to tumble down iato the sky ;■ 
Such are the ways ill-guided mortals go 
To judgeof things above by things below. 
Disjointing shapes as in the fairy land ofdreuns. 
Or images that sink in streams ; 
No wonder, then, we talk amiss 
Of truth, and what, or where it is : 
Say, Mus^ for thou, if any, know'st, 
Since the bright essence fied, where haunts the 
reverend ghost r 



If all that our weak knowledge titles virtue, be 
(High Truth) the best resemblance of exalted 
Thee, 
If a mind fix'd to oombat fate 
With those two pow'rful swords, submission and 
humility, 
Sounds truly good, or truly great; 
111 may I live, ifthegoodSancroft Jn his holy rest. 
In the divin'ty of retreat, 
Be not the brightest pattern earth can show 

Ofheav'n-born Truth below : 
But foolish man still judges what is best 
In his o\vu balance, false and light, 
Foii'wingopinon, dark, and blind, 
T^at vagrant leader of the mind, 
Till honesty and cooscicnce are clear out of sight. 
. ■ B 3 And - 
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.9 . - . . - «virx i TOtUS. . . 

■ ■ IVk 

And some, to be large-ciphers in a state, 
■Pleas'd H ith an empty swellingto becounted great; 
Make their minds travel o'er infinity V>f space, 
Aapp'd through the wide expanse of thought. 
And oft in contradiction's vortex caught^ 
To keep that worthless clod, the body, in one 

' place : 

Errors like this did old astronomers misguide, 

J^ed blindly on by gross philosophy and pride, ': 

Who, like hard masters, taught the sun 

Through many a needless sphere to run, 

Many an eecentrtck and unthrifty motion make. 

And thousand incoherent joumies take, 

Whilst all th' advantage by it got, 
Was but to light earth's inconsiderable spot 
The herd beneath, who see the weathercock of 
state 
Ilung loosely on the church's pinnacle, 
■Believe it firm, because perhaps the day is mild' 

and still ; 
But when they find it turn with the firt blast of 
fate. 
By gazing upward giddy grow. 
And think the church itself does so ; 
Thus fools, for beingstrongandnum'rousknown, 
Suppose the truth, like all the world, their own ; 
And holy Sancroft's motion quiteirregular appears, 
Because'tis opposite to theirs. 



In x'ain then would the Muse the multitude advise, 
Whose peevish knowledge thus perversely lies 
In gath'ring follies front the wise ; 

Ratlier 
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ODB to AHCHBISBOP tA>'CROFT. J 

Rather put on thy anger and thy Rpight, 
And some kind pow'r for once dispense 
Through the dark mass, the dawn of so much 
sense, 
To make them understand, and feel me when I 
write-; 
The muse and I no more revenge desire, 
Each line shall stab, shall hlast, like daggers aod 
likft fire ; 
Ah, Britain, land of angels ! which of all thy sins, 
(Say hapless isle, although 
It is a bloody list we know) 
Has given thee up a dwelling place to iiendsr 

Sin and the plague ever abound 
In governments too easy, and too fruitful ground ; 
Evils which a too gentle king, 
Too "flourishing a spring, 
And too warni summers bring : 
Our British soil is over rank, and breeds 
AinoDgtlie noblest flow'rs a thousand pob'nous 

weeds, 
And ev'ry stinking weed so lofty grows, 
■ As if 'twould overshade the Royal Rose, 
The Royal Rose the glory of our morn, 
But, ah, too much without a thorn. 
vr. 
Forgive(original mildness) this ill-govern'd zeal, 
'Tis all the angry slighted Muse can do 
In the pollution of these days ; 
Wo province now is left her but to rail, 
And poetry has lost the art to praise, 
Alas, the occasion^ are so few : 
None e'er hut you, 
Aud your Almighty Master, knew 
' B 4 With 
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-9 IwiFT A roT^uf, 

Witt) besrenLy peace of niii|d to bear 
(Free from our tyrant passions/ anger, scorn wfear) 

The giddy turns ofpop'lar rage, 
And all tbe contradictions of a poison'd age; 
- TheSojj of God pronouijc'ri by the same bre^th- 
Which straight pronounc'd his death ;. 
Jijxd though I should but iU be understood. 
, In whpUy equalling our sin and theirs, 
ylnd measuring by the scanty thread of wit 
What we call holy, and great, and jnst, aod 
||ood, 
(Methods in talk whereof our pride and igno* 
, ranee make use) 
4nd which our wild ambition foolishly compares 

With endless and with infinite ; 
Yet pardon, native Albion, whep I sa,y, 
Amoqg thy stubborn sons there haunti tfiat spiril 
of Jews, 
That those forsaken wretches who to day 

Reyile his great ambassador, 
Seem to discover' what they would have done 
(Were his humanity on earth once more) 
To his undoubted Master, Heaven's Almighty Sout 

J3ut ^a1 is weak and ignorant, though wond'rou* 
proud, 
Though very turbulent apd yery loud ; 
Tbe cra^y compositiop shows, 
pke ^bat fantastick medley in th^ idofs toes, 
Made up of iron mixt with clayt 
This cru^Mes |nto dust, 
Th^t moulders into rust, 
Ot fpclts by the f^^^ sliow*r away. 

^Othiuji 
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ODE TO a'KCHB[990P^ANCROFT. 9 

Nothing i« &t'd that mortals see or koow* ' 
Unless, perhaps, some stars above be so ; 

And those, alas, do show 
Like all transcendent excellence below ; 

In both, false mediums cheat our sight, 
^nd far exalted objects lessen by their height : 

Thus primitive Sancroft moves too high 

To be observ'd by vulgar eye, 

And rolls the silent year 

On his own secret regular sphere, 
/Lad sheds, though all unseen, his sacred influence 
here. 

VIII. 

{iiud star, still may'st thou shed thy sacred in- 
fluence here, 
Or from thy private peaceful orb appear ,* 
For, sure, ve want some guide from Heav'a to 

show 
The way which ev'ry wandVing fool below 

Pretends so perfectly to know ; 
And which, for aught Isee, and much I fear. 

The world has wholly misd'd,;, 
I mean the way which leads to Christ ; 
J^istaken ideots ! see how giddily they run. 
Led blindly on by avaripe and pride, 
What mighty numbers follow them ; 
£ach fo^ of erring with bis guide : 
Some wfiom ambition drives, seek Heaven's 

WgbSoa 
In Cesar's court, or m Jerusalem : 
Otherst ignprantly wise, 
Among pT(wd doctors and disputing pharisees : 
' What could the sages gain but unbelieving «corn ; 
Their fi^ith was so uRCOurtly when tliey said 
'ptit Uearep'a h^h Son was in a' village born : 

Thait 
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IVIFT'S poeus'. 

That the world's Saviour had been 

In a vile manger laid, ' 

And foster'd in a wretched inn ? 



Necessity, thou tyrant conscience of the great. 
Say, why the church is still led blindfold by the 
state ; 
Why should the first be ruin'd and laid waste, 
To mend dilapidations in the last? 
And yet the world, whose eyes are on our mighty 
Prince, 
Thinks heav'n has cancell'd all our siniq 
And that his subjects share his happy influence; 
FoIIqw the model close, for so I'm sure theyshouM, 
But wicked kings draw more examples than the 
good; 
And divine Sancroft, weary with the weight 
Of a declining church, by faction her worst foe 
oppreas'd, 
Finding the mitre almost grown 
A load as heavy as the crown, 
Wisely retreated to his heavenly rest. 



Ah may no unkind earthquake of the state. 
Nor hurricano from the crown, 
Disturb the present mitre, as that fearful storm of 
late. 
Which, in its dusky march along the plain. 
Swept yp whole churches as it list, 
- Wrapp'd in a whirlwind and a mist; • 
Like that prophetic tempest in the virgin reign, 
And swallow'd them atJast, or flung them down. 
Such 
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ODX TO' AKCRBlfHdf '^^AKCBOFT, Tl 

Such were the storms goot} Sancroft long has 

born ; 
The mitre, which hts sacred head has worn, 
Was, like his Master's CrowD, inwreath'd with 

thorn. 
I>eath*s sting is iwallow'd up in victor? at las^ 
The bitter cup is from hiof past : 
Fortune in both extremes 
, Though blasts from conti-ariety of winds. 
Yet to firm heavenly minds, 
Is but one thing under two different names ; 
And even the sharpest eye that has the prospect 

'seen, 
. Confesses ignorance to judge between; 
And must to human reasoning opposite eoaclude 
To point out which is moderation, which h 
fortitude. 



Thus Sancroft, in the exaltation of retreat. 
Shows lustre that was shaded in his seat ; 
Short glimm rings of the prelate glorified; 
Which the disguise of greatness only served t» 
. hide. 

Why should the Sun, alas, be proud 
To lodge behind a golden cloud ; 
Though fringed with ev'niog gold the cloud ap- 
pears to gay, 
.IfTis but a lowborn vapour kindled by a say ; 
At length 'tis overblown and pasi^ 
PufiTd by the people's spightful blast. 
The dazzling glory dims their j>rostituted sigh^ 
No deflowered t^ can face.the naked light : 
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Yet does this htgfa perfection veil proceed 
From strength of its own native seed, 
This wilderness the world, like that poeticlc -rood 
of old,' 
Bears one, and but one ixraoch of gold, 
Where the 4}le8s'd spirit lodg^ like the dove, 
And which (to heavenly soil transplanted) will 

improve, 
To be, 48 'twas betow, the brightest pltnt above; 
For, whate'er theologic lev'llers dream. 
There are degrees above I know 
As well as here below, 
(The goddess Muse herself has told me so) 
Wherehigh patrician souls, dreas'dheavenlygay, 
Sit clad in lawn of purer woven day. 
There some- high-spirited throne to Sancrofi shall 
be given, 
In the metropolis of Heaven ; 
Chief of the mitred saints, and from archprelate 
here, 
. Translated to archangel there. 



■ Since, happy saint, since it has been of late 
Either our blindness or our fate. 
To lose the providence of thy cares. 
Pity a miserable church's tears. 
That begs the pow'rfnl blessing of thy pray'rs. 
Some angel say, what were the nation's crimes, 
That sent these wild reformers to our times : 
Say whabtheir senseless malice meant. 
To tear religion's lovely face : 
Strip her of ev'ry ornaraent and grace : 
fa stririog to wash off th' imaginary paint r 

Religion 
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ReligiOD now doies on her death'bed lie, 
Heart-sick of abigh fercrand consunrhig atrophy; 
How the phj'sictant swarm to show their mortal 

skill, ■ 
And by their college arts methodically kill : 
Reformers .and physicians dHTer but in name, 
One end in both, and the design the same ,* 
Cordials are in their talk, white all they mean 
Is but the patient's death, and gain — — 
Check in thy satire, angry Muse, 
Or a more worthy subject choose : 
Let not the outcasts of this outcast age 
Provoke the honour of my Muse's rage, 
' Nor be thy mighty spirit lais'd. 

Since Heaven and Cato both are pleas'd— < 

pht real of the poem ii loil.] 



oim: to the HON. sm william temple. 

WatTjTSN AT MOOE PARE IN JUNE l689. 

r. 

Virtue, the greatest of m monarchies ! 
Till, its first emperor, rebellious man, 
Depoa'd from off his seat. 
It fell and broke with its own weight 
Into smalt states and prtocipalities, 
By many a petty lord possessed, 
But ne'er since seated in one single breast . 

Tis 
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Tis you who must this land 8uhda«, 
The mighty conquest'* left for you, 
, The conquest and discovery too : 
Search out this Utopian ground, 
Virtue's Terra Ipcognita, 
Where none ever led the way. 

Nor ever since hut in descriptions found; 
Like the philosopher's stone, ■- 

With rules to search it, yet obtaiad by none: 



We have too long been led astray ; 
Too long have our misguided souls beta taught 
With rules from musty morals brought, 
'Tis you must put us in the way ; 
Let us (for shame!) no more be fed 
With antique relics of the dead. 

The gleanings of philosophy ; 

Philosophy, the lumber of the schools, 

The roguery of alchemy ; 
And we, the bubbled fools, 
Spend all our present life, in hopes of golden rules/ 

III. 

But what does our proud ignorance Learning call ? 
We oddly Plato's paradox make good, 

Our knowledge is but mere remembrance all i . 

Remembrance is our treasure and our food ;. 

Nature's fair tableboqk, our tender souis, 

We scrawi.all o'er with old and empty rules^ 

Stale memorandums of the schools : : 

For learning's mighty treasures look, . 
In that deep grave a book; :. 
.■. : . " Think . 
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Think t^at ihe there doo all her treainra hide, 

And that her troohled ghost niil hiunU there 
since she died. 

Confine her walks to colleges and schools ; 
Herpriest, her train, and followers show 
As if they a|l were spectres too ! 
They purchase knowledge at th' expense 
Of common .breeding, common sense. 
And grow at once scholars and fools ; 
Aflfect itl-manner'd pedantry, 

Rudeness, ill-nature, incivility. 

And, sick with dregs and knowledge grown. 
Which greedily they swallow down. 

Still cast it up, and nauseate company. 



IV. 



Curst be the irretch I nay doubly curst ! 

(If it may lawful be 
To curse our greatest eiiemy) 
Who learn 'd himself that heresy first 
(Which since has seiz'd on all the rest) 
That knowledge forfeits all humanity; 
Taught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor, 

And fling our scraps before our door I 
Thrice happy you have 'scap'd this general pest; 
Those mighty epithets, learn'd, good, and great. 

Which wene'erjoin'dbeforcbutinromancesmeet. 
We find in you at last united grown. 

You cannot be compar'd to one : 
1 must like him that painted Venus' face. 
Borrow from every one a grace ; 
Virgil and Epicurus will not do, 

Their courting a retreat like you. 
Unless I ^ut in Ciesars learning too : 

' Your 
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Your happy frame at <Miee contrftb 
This great triuttivirate of souls. 



Let not old Rome boast Fabius'g fate; 
He sav'd his country by delays, 

But you by peace. 
You bougbt it at a cheaper rate ; 
Nor has it left the -usual bloody scar, 

To show it cost its piiice In war; 
War that mad game the world so tores to play, ' 

And for it does so dearly pay; 
For, though with low, or victory, a while 

Fortune the gamesters does beguile;. 
Yet at the last the box sweeps all away. 



Only the laurel got by peace 
No thunder e'er caa blast : 
Th' flTtiUery of the skies 

Shoots to the earth and dies : 
And ever green and flourishing 'twill last, 
Nordi{)tiablood, nor widow's tears, nor orphan's. 

Cries. 
' About the head crown'd with these bay^ 

Like lambent fire, the lightning plays; 
Nor, its triumphal cavalcade to grace. 

Makes up its solemn train with death ; 
Itmeltstheswordof war, yet keeps it iothesheath. 



The wily shifts of state, those juggler's tricks, 
Which we call deep designs and politicks^ 
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(As in a thtatre the igneratitfiy. 

Because tbe cords esCdfie their eyif 

Wonder to see the motions fly) 
Methinks, when yoii expose the sicoe, 
Down the ill organ'd engines fall ; 
Off fly the vizai'ds, and discove* slU: 

How plain I see through the deceit 1 
How shallow^ and how gross, the cheat ! 
Look where the pully's tied aborel 
Great God ! (sai4 I) what have I seen ! 
On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and designs of states ; 

What pett/ motives rale their fates ! 
How the moi^se makes themightymoUntainshake! 
The mighty nlountain labouts with its birth. 
Away the frighteh'd peasants fly, 
Scar'd at th' unheaM-of prodigyi 
Expect some great gigantic son of earth; 
Lo ! it appeal's ! 
See how they tremble 1 how they quake! 
Out starts the little mouse, ftnd mocks their idle 
fears* 

VIII. 

Then tell, dear favourite Muse ! 
What serpent's that which still resorts. 
Still lurks ia palaees and courts P 

Taike thy unwonted flight, 

And on the terrace light. 
See where she lies ! 

See how she rears her heady 
- And toih about her dreadful eyesy 
To drive all virtue oat^ or took> it dead ! 

VOL. XVI. ■^ c 'Twas 
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'Twas sure this basilisk sent Temple thence, 
And though as some ('tis said) for their defence 

Have worn a casement o'er their skin, 
So he wore his within, 
Made up of virtue and transparent innocence; 

And though he oft renew'd the fight, 
And almost got priority of sight, 

He ne'er' could overcome her quite. 
In pieces cut, the viper still did reunite; 

Till, at last, tir'd with I^s of time and ease^ 
Resolv'd to give himself, as well as country, peace. 



Sing, belov'd Muse! the pleasures of retreat. 
And in some untouch'd virgin strain, 
Show the delights thy sister Nature yields ; ■ • 
Sing of thy vales, sing of thy woods, sing of thy- 
fields ; 
Go, publish o'er the plain 
How mighty a proselyte you gain ! 
How noble a reprisal on the great ! 

How is the Muse luxuriant grown ! 
Whene'er she takes this flight, 
She soars clear out of sight. 
These are the paradises of her own : 

Thy Pegasus, like an unruly horse. 
Though ne'er so gently led, 
To the lov'd pasture where he us'd to feed. 
Runs violent o'er his usual course. 
Wake from thy wanton dreams. 

Come from thy dear-lov'd streams, 
The crooked paths of wandering. Thames 1, 
Fain the fair nymph would >tay, 

Oft 
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Oft she looks back in vain, 
Oft 'g^ainst her fountain does complaiii, 

And softly steals in many windings down, 
As loth to see the hated court and town. 
And murmars as she glides away. 



In this new happy scene 
Are nobl'ef subjects for your learned pen ; 
Here we expect from you 
More than yoiir predecessor Adam knew; 
Whatever moves our wonder, or our'sport, 
Whateverservesforinbocenlemblemsofthecourt; 

HoviJ- that which we a kernel see, 
(Whose well-compacted forms escape the light, 
Unpierc'd by the blunt rays of sight) 
Shall ere long grow into a tree ; 
Whencetakiesit itsincrease, and whence its birth, 
Or from the sun, or from the air, or from the earth. 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie; 
How some go downward to the root, 
, 5om« more ambitiously upward fly, 
And form the leaves, 'the branches, and the fruit. 
You strove to cultivate a barren court fn vain, 
Your garden's better worth your noble pain, 
Here mankind felt, and hence mast rise again. 



Shall I believe a spirit so divine 

Was cast in the some mould with mine ? 
Why then does Nature so unjustly share 
Among her elder sons the whole estate, 

And all her jewels and her plater 

c2 Poor 
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poor we ! cadets of Heaven, not worUrher care. 
Take up at best with lamber and tbe leavings of 
a fere : 
■Some 8l>€ binds 'prentice to the spaxle. 
Some to the drudgery of a trad<c; 
Some she does to Egyptian bondage draw, 
Bids us make bricks, yet -sends us to look out for 
straw : 
Some she condemns for life to try 
To dig the leaden mines of .deep philospphy; 
Me she has to the Muse's gallies tied, 
In vain J strive to cross the spacious main. 
In vain I tug and pull the oar^ 
And when I almost reacts the shore. 
Straight J:he Muse turns thf helm, andl launch out 
again : . . 
And yet, to feedmy pride^ 
Whene'er I mourn, stops my. complaining breath, 
Ayitb promise of a mad reversion after death. 



Then, Sir, accept this worthless verse, " 
The tribute of an humble Muse, 
'Tis all tbe portion of my niggard stars ; 
Nature the hidden spark did at my birth infuse. 
And kindled first with indolence and ease; 
And since too oft debauch'd by praise, 
'Tis now grown an incurable disease : 
In vain to quench this foolish fire I try 
In wisdom and philosophy : 
In vain &U wholesome herbs I sov^ 
Where nought but weeds will grow ; 
Whate'er I plant (like corn on barren earth) 
By an equivocal birth 
Seeds, and runs up to poetry. 

ODE 
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ODE TO KING WILLIAM,* 

ON HIS SDCC£SS£S IN IRELAND. 

To pureli'ase kitigdomsi and to buy rCnowO, 

Are arts peculiar to dissembling France ; 
You, mighty monarch, nobler actions crown, 

And sofid virtue does your name advance. 
Your matchless courage with yonr pfodtnce join?. 

The glorious structure of your fame to raise; 
With its own light your dazzling glory shines, 

And into adoration turns our praise. 
Had you by dull succession gain'd your crowti 

(Cowards are monarcbs by that title made), 
Part of your merit Chunce would call her own, 

And half your virtues had been lost in shade. 
But now your worth its just reward shall have : 

What trophies and what triumphs are your due ! 
Who could so well a dying nation save, 

At once deserve a crown, and gain it too ! 
You saw how near we were to ruin brought, 

You saw th' impetuous torrent rolling on ; 
And timely on the coming danger thought, 

Which we could neither obviate nor shun. 

* ThU Odr, wbicb had been long sought after without suooesg^ 
was first ascertained to be Swift's in Nichols's " Select Collection 
of Poems, 1778," Vol. IV. p. 303. That it is the Dean's, there 
14 not the least doubt. He refers to it io the second s tan m of hii 
" Ode to the Athenian Society," and expressly marks it by a 
marginal note, under the title of " The Ode I writ to the King 
in Ireland;" see p. 24j and sec also " The Gentleman's Jotimal, 
My, l^," p. 13. N. 

~C 3 Britannia 
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Britannia stripp'd of her sole guard, the laws. 

Ready to fall Rome's bloody sacrifice; 
You straight stepp'd in, and from the monster'sjaws 

Did bravely snatch the lovely, helpless prize. 
Nor this is all ; as glorious is the care 

To preserve conquests, asat first to gain : 
In this your virtue claims a double share, 

Which, what is bravely won, doe^ well maintain. 
Your arm has now your rightftti title show'd. 

An arm on which all Europe's hopes depeudj 
To which they look as to some guardiao God, 

That must their doubtful liberty defend. 
Amaz'd, thy action at the Boyne we see ! 

When Schomberg started at (he vast design : 
The boundless glory all redounds to thee, 

Th' impulse, the fight, th' event, were wholly thine. 
The brave attempt does all our foes disarm ; 

You need but now give orders and command. 
Your name shall the remaining work perform, 

And spare the labour of your conquering hand. 
France does in vain her feeble arts apply, 

To interrupt the fortune of your course : 
Your influence docs the vain attacks defy 

Of secret malice, or of open force. 
Boldly we hence the brave commencement date 

Of glorious deeds, that mustall tongues employ ; 
William's the pledge and earnest given by fate 

of England's glory, ^nd h^r lasting Joy.* 

ODE 

* ''Sometimei a roftn of gcniiia, h) bis first efiusioot, ig 90 fiir 
from reveatiDg his future powcn, (hat, od the contrary, no reasoa- 
able hope can be formed of hU success. In the viuleat stn^le «f 
hi> mind, he loay give a wrong direction to hia talents, as Swift 
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ODE TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY.* 

Moor Park, Feb. 14i iSgi. 
I. 
As when the deluge first begau to fall, 

That mighty ebb, nevef to flow again, 
When this huge body's moisture was so great, 

It quite o'ercame the vital heat; 
That mountain which was highest first of all, 
Appear'd above the universal main, 
To bless the primitive sailor's weary sight ! 
And 'twas perhaps Parnassus, if in height 

It be as great as 'tis in fame, * 

And nigh to Heaven as is its name ; 
So, afler th' inundation of a war, 
When Learning's little household did embark. 
With herworld's fruitful system, in her sacred ark, 

At the first ebb of noise and fear. 
Philosophy's exalted head appears ; 
Aod the Dove-Muse will now no longer stay. 
But plumes her silver wings, and flies away ; 

And now a laurel wreath she brings from far. 

To crown the happy conqueror, 

To shew the flood begins to cease. 
And brings the dear reward of victory and peace. 

in two Fjndaric Odet." D'Israeli'i Dlaiertation oo Anmlotet, 
p. 32 — Prom tbii acvere nmvk tbe preient Odb u an excelleot 
q>peal. N. 

* " I have been told, tbat X>rydea having perused thoe vertei, 
uid, 'Coosia-SwUt, joa will never be a poet;' aod that thu de- 
nonciilioa wu the motli« of Swif^'i perpetual malevoleace to 
Prrdea." Johihoh. 

C 4 The 
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II. 

The e^cr Muse took viag upon the v^vei'd^cline. 

When war her cloudy aspect just withdrew, 

When the bright sun of peace began to shine. 

And for a while in heavenly contemplation sat, 

On the high top of peaceful Ararat : 
And pluck'd a laurel branch (for laurel was the 

first that gre^, 
The first of plants afterthe thunder-storm and rain) 
And thence, with joyful nimble wing, 
Flew dutifully back again, 
At)d made an humble chaplet ibr the King.* 

And the Dove-Muse is fled once more, 
(Glad of the victory, yet frighten 'd at the war) 
And now discovers from afar 
A peaceful and a flourishing shore : 

No sooner did she lan^ 
0» the delightful strand. 
Than straight sh6 sees the country all arounc^ 
■ Where fatal Neptune rul'd erewhile, 
Scatter'd with flow'i-y vales, with fruitful gardensi 
crown'd, 
And many a pleasant wood 1 
As if the universal Nile 
Had rather water'd it thao drawn'd : 
Jt seems some floating piece of Paradise, 

Preaerv'd by wonder from the flood, 
Long wandering through the deep, as we are told 
Fam'd Delos did of old ; 
And the transported Muse imagin'd it 
To be a fitter birth-place for the God of wit, 
Or the much-talk'd oracular grove; 
When, with am^azjng joy, she hears 

* Tht Ode I writ to tl^e ki«g io Ireland. Swift.-— See this in . 

B.3]. 
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An unknown music aU around, 

Charming her greedy ears, 
With many a heflveoly song, 
Of nature and of art, of deep philosophy and lore; 
While augeb tune the voice, and God Inspires the 
tongue. 
In vain she catches at the empty sound, 
In vain pur&uesthe music with her longing eja,' 
And courts the wanton eclioes as they fly. 



pardon, ye great unknown, and far-exalted men. 
The wild excursions of a youthful pen; 

Forgive a young, and (almost) virgin Muse, 
Whom blind and eager curiosity 
(Yet curiosity, they say, 
Is in her sex a crime needs no excuse) 

Has forced to grope her uncouth way, ■ 
After a mighty light that leads her wandering eye. 
No wonder then she quits the naiTow path of sense 
For a dear ramble through impertinence; 
Impertinence! the scurvy of mankind. 
And all we fools, who are the greater part of it, 
Though we be of two difFerent factions still, - 

Both the good-natur'd and the ill. 
Yet wheresoe'er you look, youl! always find 
We Join, like flies and wasps, in buzzing about wit 
In me, who am of the first sect of these, 
All merit, that transcends the humble rules 
Of my Own dazzled scanty sense. 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 

Of admiration and of praise, 
^nd our good brethren of the surly sect, 

I^ust e'en all herd us with their kindred fools: 

For 
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For though possessed of preaent vogue, they've 
made 
Railing, a rule pf wit. and obloquy, a trade ; 
Yet the same want of brains produces each effect 
And you, whom Pluto's helm doe* wisely shroud 

From us, the blind and thoughtless crowd. 
Like the fam'd hero in his mother's cloud, 
Who both our follies and impertinences see. 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine aod me. 



But censure's to be understood 
Til' authentic mark of the elect, 
The public stamp Heaven sets on all that's great 
and good, 
Our shallow search and judgment to direct 
The war methinks, has made. 
Our wit and learning narrow as our trade ; 
Instead of boldly sailing far, to buy 
A stock of wisdom and philosophy, 

We fondly stay at home, in fear 
Of every censuring privateer; 
Forcing awretched trade by beating down the sale. 
And selling basely by retail. 
The wits, I mean the atheists of the age, 
Whofainwouldrulethepulpit, as they do the stage; 
Wondrous refiners of philosophy, 
Of morals and divinity, 
By the new modish system of reducing all to sense^ 
Against all logic, and concluding laws, 
Do own Ih'eftect* of Providence, 
And yet deny the cause. 

Tills 
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V. 

Tliis hopeful sect, now it begins to see 
How little, very little, do prevail 

Their first and chiefest force 
To censure, to cry down and rail. 
Not knowing what, or where, or who you be, 
Will quickly take another course: 

And, by their never-failing ways 

Of solving all appearances they please, 

WesoonshallseethemtotheirancientmethodsfaH, 

Andstraightdenyyoutobemeo, orany thiogatall. 

I laugh at the grave answer they will make, 
Which they have always ready, general, and cheap : 
Tis but to say, that what we daily meel^ 
And by a fond mistake 
Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit» 
And think, alas ! to be by mortals writ, 
Is but a crowd of atoms justling in a heap ; 

Which from eternal seeds begun, 
Justlingsome thousand years till ripen 'd by the sun ; 
They're now, just now, as naturally born, 
As from the womb of earth a field of corn. 



But as for poor contented me, 
Who must my weakness and my ignorance confess. 
That I believe in much I ne'er can hope to see; 
Methinks I'm satisfy'd to guess, 
That this new, noble, and delightful scene, 
Is wonderfully mov'd by some exalted men. 

Who have well studied in the world's disease* 
(That epidemic error and depravity. 
Or in our judgment or our eye) 
That w^at surprises us can only please. 

W« 
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We often search contentedly the whole world 
round, 
To make s6nie great diecovery ; 
And scofD it when 'tis found. 
Just 80 the mighty Nile has suifer'd in its f^me, 

Bv ause 'tis said (and perhaps only said) 
We've found a little iocoosiderable head, 

That feeds the huge unequal stream. 
■ Consider human folly, and you'U quickly own, 

That all the praises it can give, 
By which sonae fondly boast they shall for ever liv^ 
Won't pay th' impertinence of being known: 
Else why should the fam'd Lydian king, 
(Whom all the charms of an usurped wife and state. 
With all that power unfelt, courts mankind to be 
great, - ■ 

Did with new unexpen'enc'd glories wait) 
Still wear, still doat, oa his invisible ring? 



Were I to form a regular thought of Fame, 
Which is perhaps as hard t' imagine right, 
As to paint Echo to the sight; 
I would not draw th' idea from an empty name; 
Because, alas ! when we all die, 
Careless and ignorant posterity, 
Although they praise the learning and the wit. 

And though the title seems to shew 
The name and man by whom the book was writ, 
Yet how shall they be brought to know, , 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I? 
Less should I daub it o'er with transitory praise. 

And water-colours of these days : 
These days! wheree'entii'extravaganceof poetry, . 

Is 
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•- Is at a loss for figures to express 
Men's folly, whimsies, and inconstancy, 
And by a faint description makes them less. 
fhen tell us what i» Fame, where shall we search 

for it? 
Jjook where exalted Virtue and Religton-SLt, 
Enthron'd with heavenly Wit ! 
I^ook where you see 
, The greatest scorn of learned vanity ! 

(And then how much a nothing is mankind ! 
'^C^bose reason is weighed down by popular a^r> ■ 

Who, by that, vainly talks of bafiBing death ; 
. And hopes to lengthen life by a transfusion of 
breath, 
Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind !) 
And when you find out these, believe true Fame is 
there, 
Far above all reward, yet to which all is due : 
And this, ye great unknown ! is only knowa in 
you. 

VI I r. 
The juggling sea-god, when by chance trepann'd 
By some instructed querist sleeping on the sand. 
Impatient of all answers, straight, became 
■Ji stealing brook, aad strove to creep away -. 

Into his native sea, 
Vext at their follies, murmur'd in his stream ; 
But disappointed of his fond desire, 
Would vanish io a pyramid of fire. 
This surly slippery God, when he design'd 

To furnish his egcapea, 
Ne'er borrow'd more variety of shapes 
Than you tople^e and satisfy mankind, 

And 
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And seem (almost) transform'd towater^ flame and 
air, 
So well you answer all phenomena there: 
Though madmen and the wits> philosophers and 

fools. 
With ail that factious or enthusiastic dotardd 

dream^ 
And all the incoherent jargon of the schools ; 
Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and 
shame, 
Contrive to shock your minds with many asenseless 

doubt; , 
Doubts where the Delphic God would grope in 
ignorance and night, 
The God of learning and of light 
Would want a God himself to help him oiitr 



Philosophy, as it before us Ife^ 
Seems to have borr6w'd some ungrateful tasftf 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 
From every age through which it pass'd^ ^ 
But always with a stronger relish of the fast. 
This beauteous queen, by Heaven design'd 
To be the great orginal 
For man to dress and polish his uncourtly mind, 
In what mock habits have they put her since the 
fall ! 
More oft in fools and madmen's hands than sages» 
She seems a medley of all ages, 
With a huge farthingale to swell her fustian stuff» 
A new commode, a topknot, and a ruff, 
Her face patch'd o'er with modern pedantry, 
With a long sweeping train" 

Of 
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Of comments and disputes, ridiculous and vaia, 
All of old cut with a new dye : 
How soon have you restor'd her charms 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Drest her again genteel and neat, 
And rather tight than great \ 
How fond we are to court her to our arms 
How much of heaven is in her naked Jocks ! 



Thus the deluding Muse oh blinds me to her ways, 
And ev'n my very thoughts transfers 
And changes all to beauty and the praise 
Of that proud tyrant sex of hers. 
The rebel Muse, alas ! takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart, 
And you with fatal and immortal wit conspire 
To fan th' unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? 
Ah ! could you, could you hope a poet for your 
friend! 
Rather forgave what my first transport said : 
May all the blood, which shall by woman's scorn 
be shed, 
Lie upon you and on your children's head ! 
For you (ah ! did I think I e'er should live to se9 
The fatal time when that could be!) 
Have ev'n increas'd their pride and cruelty. 
Woman seems now above all vanity grown. 
Still boasting of her great unknown 
Platonic champions, gain'd without one female 
wile, 
Ox the vast charges of a siAile ; 

Which 
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Which 'tis a shame to see Iww mudi of late 
You've taught the covetous wretchtts to o'errate, 
And which they've now the cousciences to weigh 
In the same balance with our tears, 
And with such scanty, wages pay 
The bondage and the slavery of years, 
I^t the vain sex dream op; the empire comear 
from us; 
And had they common generosity. 
They would not use thus. 
Well — though you've rais'd her to this high 

degree. 
Ourselves are rai&'d as well as s^e ; 
Andj spite of all that they or you can do^ 
"Tis pride and happiness enough to me, 
Still to be of the same exalted sex with you. 



Alas, how fleetiug and how vain, 
Is ev'n the nobler man, our learning and our wit! 
I sigh whene'er I think of it : 
As at the closing of an unhappy scene 
Of some great king and conqueror's dettby 
When the sad melancholy Muse 
Stays but to catch his utmost breath. 
I grieve, this nobler work most happily begun 
So (juickty and so wonderfully carry'd on, 
May fail at la^t to interest, folly, and abuse. 
There is a noontide in our live^ 
■ Which still the sooner it arrives, 
Although we boast our winter sun looks br^ht. 
And foolishly are glad to see it at its height, 
Yet so much sooner comes the long and gloomy 
night. 

■ ■ No 
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No conquest ever yet begun, 
And by one mighty hero carried to its height, ' 
E'er flourish'd under a successor or a son ; . 
It lost some mighty pieces through all hands it put, 
And vantsh'd to an empty title in the last. 
For, vhen the animatiog mind is 6ed 
(Which nature never can retain, 
Nor e'er call back again) 
The body, though gigantic, lies all cold and dead. 

XII. 

And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare 
With what unhappy men shall dare 
To be successors to these great unknown, 
On learning's high establish'd throne. 
Censure, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Nttmberless nations, stretching far and wide, 
Shall (I foresee it) soon with Gothic swarms come 
forth 
From Ignorance's univereal North, 
And with blind rage break all this peaceful govern- 

ment : 
Yet shall these traces of your wit remain. 
Like a just map, to tell the vast extent 
Of conquest in your short and happy reign j 
And to all future mankind shew 
How strange a paradox is true. 
That men who liv'd and died without a name 
Are the chief heroes in the sacred list of fame^ 



to 
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TO MR. CONGREVE. 

, Written in November \6QS. 

1 HRicE, with a prophet's voice and prophet's 

pow'r, 
The Kluse was called in a poetic hour, 
And insolently thrice, the slighted maid 
Dared to suspend her unregarded aid; 
Then with that grief we form in spirits divine 
Pleads for her own neglect, and thus reproaches 

mine: 
Once. highly honour'd ! false is the pretence 
Youmake to truth, retreat, and innocence ! 
Who, topollutemyshades,briiig'st with thee down 
The most wngen'rous vices of the town ; 
Ne'er sprung a youth from out this isle before 
I once esteem'd, and loT'd, and favour'd more. 
Nor ever maid endured such. courtlike scorn, 
So much in mode, so very city-horn ; 
'Tis with a foul design the muse you send. 
Like a cast mistress to your wicked friend ; 
But find some new address some fresh deceit, 
Nor practise such an antiquated cheat ; 
These are the beaten methods of the stews. 
Stale forms of course, all mean deceivers use, 
Who barbarously think to 'scape reproach, 
By prostituting her they first debauch. 

Thus did the muse severe unkindly blame 
This ofiPring long design 'd to Congreve's fame; 
First chid the zeal as unpoetic fire, 
Which soon his merit forced ber to inspire ; 

Then 
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IJien <»\\ tbis vers?, that speaks ber largest aid. 
The greatest compliment she ever m^e, 
And wi»ci]f judge, no pow'r beneath divine 
Could leap the bounds which part your world an4 

mine; 
For, youth, believe, to you unseen, is fix'd 
A mighty gulf unpassable betwixt 

Nor tax the goddess of a mean design 
To pmse your parts by publishing of mine; 
Thftt be my thought when some large bulky writ 
Shows in tlie front the ambition of my wit; 
There to surmount what bears me up and sing 
Like the victorious wren perch'd on the eagle's 

wing; 
This could I do, and proudly o'er him tower, 
Were my desires but hcighten'd to my power. 

Godlike theforce of my young Congreve's bays, 
Soft'ning the Muse's thunder into praise; 
Sent to assist an old unvanquish'd pride 
That looks with scorn on half mankind beside; 
A pride that well suspends poor mortals fate, 
Gels between them and my resentment's weight, 
Stands in the gap 'twixt me and wretched men, 
T avert th' impending judgments of my pen. ' 

Thus 1 look down with mercy on the age, 
By hopes my Congreve will reform the stage; 
For never did poetic mind before 
Produce a richer vein or cleaner ore; 
The bullion stamp'd in your refining mind 
Serves by retail to furnish half mankind- 
With indignation 1 behold your wit 
Forcedonrae.crack'd, and clipp'd, and counterfeit, 
By vile pretenders, who a stock maintain 
From broken scraps and filings of your brain. 

D 2 Through 
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Through native droas youf share is hardly knows, 
And by short views mistook for all their own ; 
S6smal^thc gain those fronj your wit do reap, 
Who blend it into folly's larger heap, 
Like the stfn's scatter'd beams which loosely pass, 
Whensome rough hand breakstheassembling glass. 

Yet want your critics no just cauae to rail, 
Since knaves are ne'er obliged for what they steal. 
These pad on wit's high road, and suits maintain 
With those they rob, by .what their trade does gain. 
Thus censure seems that fiery froth which breeds 
O'er the sun's face, and from his heat proceeds, 
Crusts ,o'er the day, shadowing its partent beam 
As atjcient' nature's modem masters dream ; 
This bids some curious praters here below 
Call Titan Sick, because their sight is so ; 
And well, methinks, does this allusion fit 
To scribblers, andthd'god of light and wit ; 
Those who by wild delusions entertain 
A lust of rhyming for a poet's vein, 
Raise envy's clouds to leave themselves in night. 
But can no more obscure my Congreve's light 
Than swarms of gnats, that wanton in a ray 
Which gave them birth, can rob the world of day. 

Whatnorthern hive pour'd out these foes to wit ? 
Whence came these' Goths to overrun the pit ? 
How would youHush the shameful birth to hear 
Ofthose you so ignobly stoop to fear ; 
For, ill to them, Jong have I travell'd since 
Round alt the circles of impertinence, 
Search'd in the nest where every worm did lie 
Before it grew a city butterfly ; 
I'm sure I found them other kind of things 
Than those with backs of silk and golden wings ; 
A search, 
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A search, no doubt, as curious and as vise 

As virtuosoes' in dissecting flies ; 

For, could you think r the fiercest foes you dread. 

And court in prologues, all are country bred ; 

Bred in my scene, and for the poet's sjns 

Adjourn *d fron) tops aqd gramtpar to the inns ; 

Those beds Qf dung, where schoolboy? sprout up 

beaux * . 

Far sooner than the nobler. mushroom grows : 
These are the lords of the poetic schools, ■ ■ ■ 
Who preach the saucy pedantry of rules ; ' 
Those pow'rs the critics, who may boast the odds 
O'er Nile, with all its wilderness of gods ; 
Nor could the nations kneel to viler shapes, 
Which worshipp'd cats, and' sacrificed to apes; 
Andean you think the wi§e forbear to laugh 
At the warm zeal that breeds this golden calf? 

Haply you judge these lines severely writ 
Ag^ipst the proud usurpers of the pit ; 
Stay while I tell my story, short, and true ; 
To'draw conclusions shall be left to you ; 
Nor need 1 ramble far to forcp a role, 
But lay the scene just here at Farnham school. 

Last year, a lad hence by h'19 parents $ent 
With other cattle to the city went ; 
Wherfe having cast his coat, and well pursued 
The methods most in faslijon to be lewd, 
Return'd a finisb'd spark this summer down, 
Stock'd with the freshest gibberish of the town'; 
Ajargon form'd from the lost language, wit, 
Confounded in that Babel of the pit ; 
Form'd by diseased conceptions, weak and wild, 
Sick lust of souls, and an abortive child.; 

D 3 Born 
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Born between whores and fops, ^y lewd Cciftipacts, 
Before tbe play or else between the acts ; 
Nor wonder, if from such polluted minds 
-Should spring such short and transitory kinds, 
Or crazy rules to make us wits by rote 
Last just as long as ev'ry cuckoo's note : 
What bungling, rusty tools, are us'd by fate ! 
"Twas in an evil hour to urge my hate, 
My hate, whose lash jnst Heaven has long decreed 
Sljall on a day make sin and folly bleed ;• 
When man's ill genius to mj' presence sent 
This Vi'retch, to rou^e my wrath, for ruin meant; 
Who in his idiom vile, with Gray's inn grace, 
Squander'd his noisy talents to my face; 
Nam 'd ev'ry player on his fingers ends, 
Swore all the wits w^e his peculiar friends ; 
Talk'd with tliat saucy ^nd familiar ease 
Of Wycherfey, and j'ou, and Mr. Bays ; 
Said, how a late report your friends had vex'd, 
Who heard you meant toiwrile heroics next; 
For, tragedy, he knew, -would lose you'quite,. 
And told you so at Will's but t'other night. 

Tims are the lives of fools a sort of dreams, 
Kend'ring shades, things, and substances of names; 
Such high companions may delusion keep. 
Lords are a footboy's cronies in his sleep. 
1 As a fresh miss, 'by fancy, face, and gown, 
Ren'der'd the topping beauty of the town, 
Draws evVy rhyming, prating, dressing sot, 
To boast of favours that he never got ; 

* Thus earlj iit life did SwiH feel tbe efforts of bis genius 
tiniggling for birth, and prognostJcste its vigoroua cxertioDs 
■guDs' vice and folly, whea in'mi at maturity. S. 

Of 
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Of which, vl>oe'£r lacks confidsace to prate. 
Brings his good parts and breeding in debate ; 
And not the meanest coxcomb ypu can find, 
But thanks his stars, that Phillis has beeti kiod; 
Thus prostitute my Cqngreve's name- is grown 
To ev'ry lewd pretender of the, town, 
'Troth I Could pity you ; but this is it, 
You find, to be the fashionable wit ; 
These are the slaves whontr reputation chains, 
Whose maintenance requires no help from briuns. 
For, should the vilest scribbler to the pit, 
Whom. sin and want e'er furnish'd out a wit; 
Whose name must not within my lines be shown, 
Lest here it live, when perish 'd with his own ;* 

■ Should such a wf^ch uaurpmy Congreve's place, 
And choose oiU wits who ne'er have seen his face ; 
I'll be my life but the dull cheat would pass, 

' Nor need the lion's skin cdhceal the ass ; 
Yes, that beau's look, that vice, those critic ears, 
Must needs be right, sj» well resembling theirs. 

■Perish, the Muse's hour, thus vainly spent 
In satire, to my Cotigre%'e*s praises Rieant ; 
In how ill^season her resentments rule. 
What's that to her if mankind be a fool ? ■ 
Happy beyond a private muse's fate. 
In pleasing all that's good among the great, f 
Where though her elder sisters crowding throng, 
She still is welcome with her inn'cent song; 

* To ibi j rewlution Swift ever after adhered j for of tbe in- 
finite multitude of libellers who personally attacked him, there ii 
nat the name nientioned of anyone of them throughout his works; 
and thus, together with their writings, have Ihey been Consignc4 
to etfrnal oblivion. S. , 

t This alludes to sir William Temple, to whom lie gives the 
name of Apollo ioa few linee after. ^JS. 

D 4 Whom 
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Whom were my Congreve blest to see and know, 
What poor regards would merit all below ! 
How proudly would he haste the joy to meet, 
And drop his laurel at Apollo's feet. 
■ - Here by a mountain's side, a reverend cavo 
Gives murmuring passage to a lasting wave ; 
Tis the world's wat'ry hourglass streaming fast. 
Time is no more when th' utmost drop is past ; 
Here, on a better day, some druid dwelt, 
And the young muse's early favour felt ; 
X)ruid, a name she does with pride repeat, 
Confessing Albion once her darling seat; 
Far in this primitive cell might we pursue 
Our predecessors' footsteps, still in view ; 
Here would we sing — But, ah ! you think I dream, 
And the bad world may well believe the same; 
Yes : you are all malicious stauders by, 
While two fond lovefs prate, the Muse, and I. 

Since thus I wander from my first intent, 
Nor am that grave adviser which I meantj . , 
Take this short lesson from the god of bays. 
And let my friend apply it.as he please: 
Beat not the dirty paths where vulgar fept have 
trod, 
But give the vigorous fancy room. 

For when like stupid alchymists you try 
To fix this nimble god, 
This volatile mercury, 

The subtil spirit.all flies up in fume ; 

Nor shall the bubbled virtuso find 
More than a fade insipid mixture leftbehind.^ 

t Out of an Qde 1 writ, iascribed " The Poet." The rett of 
it is lost. S. 

While 
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. While thus I write, vast shoals of critics, eom^ 
And on my verse pronounce their saucy doom; 
The muse, like some bright country virgin, shows 
Fall'n hy mishap among a knot of beau^ ; 
They, in their lewd and fashionable prate. 
Rally her dre^s, her language, and her gait; 
.Spend their base. coin before the bashful jnaid, 
Current like copper, and as often paid : 
She, who on shady banks has joy'd to sleep ; 
Near better animals, her father's sheep : 
Shamed and amazed, beholds thechatteringthrong, 
To think what cattle she Is got among; 
But with the odious smell and sight annoy'd, 
In haste she does th' offensive herd avoid.* 

'Tig time to bid my friend a long farewell, 
Tlie IVf use retreats far in yon crystal cell ; 
Faint inspiration sickens as she flies. 
Like distant echo spent, the spirit dies. 

In this descending sheet you'll haply find 
Some short refreshment for your weary mind. 
Nought it contains is common or unclean. 
And once drawn up, is ne'er let down again. 



OCCASIONED BY SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE'S 
LATE ILLNESS AND RECOVERY. 

WRITTEN IN DSCBMBER \693. 

Strange to conceive, how the same objects 

strike 
At- distant hours the mind with forms so like J 

« Would not one imagiae that Swift bad at (bit dme alrradj 
conceived bia^ea of the Yabooa } S. 

Whether 
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Whetlietin time, Deduction's broken (!haia 

Meets, and salutes her sister Hnk again ; 

Or hunted Fancy, by a circling flight, i 

Comes back with joy to its own seat at night ; 

Or whether dead Imagination's ghost 

Oft hovers where alive it haunted most ; 

Or if Thought's rolling glohe, her circle run. 

Turns up old objects to the soul her sun ; 

Or loves the muse to walk with conscious pride 

O'er the glad scene whence first she rose a bride : 

Be what it will ; late nearyonwhisp'ringstrcam, 
Where her own Temple was her darling theme ; 
There first the visionary sound was heard, 
When to poetic view the Muse appear'd. 
Such seem'd her eyes, as when an evening ray 
Gives glad farewell to a tempestuous day; 
Weak is the beam to dry up nature's tears, 
Still ev'ry tree tlie peijdent sorrow wears'; 
Such are the smiles where drops of crystal show 
Approaching joy at strife with parting woe. 

As wlwn to scare ih' ungrateful or the prowl 
Tempests long frown, and thunder threatens loud. 
Till the blest sun to give kind dawn of grace 
Darts weeping beams across Heaven's wat'ry face; 
When soon the peaceful bow unstriog'd is shown, 
A sign God's dart is shot, and wrath o'erblown ; 
Such to unhallowed sight the Muse divine 
Mightseemj whenfirstsherais'd her eyes to mine. 

What mortal change does in thy face appear, 
Lost youth, she cried, since first I met thee here ! 
With how undecent clouds are overcast 
Thy looks, when every cause of grief is past ! 
Unworthy the glad tidings which I bring, 
Listen while the Musb thus teaches thee to sing: 
■ As 
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As parent earth, burst by itnprison'd winds, 
Scatters strange agues o'er men's sickly minds, 
And shakes the atheist's knees ; such ghastly fear 
Late I beheld on every face appear ; 
Mild Dorothea,* peaceful, wise, and great, 
Trembling bfeheld the doubtful hand of fate ; 
Mild Dorothea, wliohi we both have long 
Not dared to injure with ourlmvly Song; 
Sprung from a better world, and chosen then 
The best companion for the best of men : 
As some fair pile, yet spared by 2eal and rage 
Lives pious witness of a better age ; 
So men may see what once was woman kind. 
In tbei^ir shrine of Dorothea's mind. 

You that would grief describe, come here and 
■ trace 
Its wat'ry footsteps in Doriiida's face : 
Grief from Dorinda's face does ne'er depart 
Further than its own palace in her heart: 
Ah, since our fears are fled, this insolent expel. 
At least confine the tyrant to his cell. 
And if so black the cloud, that Heaven's bright 

queep 
Shrouds herstill beams ; how should the stars be 

seen ? 
Thus when Dorinda wept, joy ev'rj' face forsook, 
And grief flung sables on each menial look ; 
The humble tribe moiirn'dforthe quick'ningsoul, 
Thatfurnish'd spirit and motion through the whole; 
So would earth's face turn pale, and life, decay, 
Should Heaven suspend to act but for a day ; 
So nature's crazed convulsions make us dread 
That time is sick, or the world's mind is dead. — 
* Sister to Sit William Temple. S. 

Takft, 
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Take, youth, these thoughts, large matter to employ 
The fancy furnish'd' by returning joy ; 
And to mistaken man these truths rehearse, 
Who dare revile the integrity of verse : 

Ah fav'rite youth, how happy is thy lot ! - 

But I'm deceived, or thoa regard 'st me not; 
Speak, for I wait thy answer, and expect 
lily just submission for thi^ bold neglect. 

Unknown the forms we the high-priesthood use 
At the divine appearance of the muse. 
Which to divulge might shakie profane belief. 
And tell the irreligion of my grief; 
Grief that excused the tribute (jf my knees. 
And shaped my passion in such words as th^Se. 

Malignant goddess ! bane to my repose, 
Thou universal cause of all my wof s ; 
Say whence it comes that thou art grown of latf 
A poor amusement for my scorn and hate ; 
The malice thou inspir'st I never fail 
On tfaee to wreak the trijmte when I rail ; 
Fool's copimonplape Ihou art, their wftak enscof|- 

cing fort, 
Th' appeal of dulness in the last resort : 
Heaven with a parent's eye regarding earth. 
Deals out to man the planet of his birth ; i 

But sees thy meteor blaze about me shinp, 
And passing o'er, mistakes thee still foT piine ; 
Ah, should I tell a secret yet qnknpwn. 
That thou ne'er hadst a being <?f thy own. 
But a wild form dependent on the brain, 
Scatt'ring loose features o'er the optic vein ; 
Troubling the crystal fountain of the sight, 
Which darts oo poet's eyes a trembling light ; 
Kindled while reason sleeps, but quickly flies, 
Like antic shapes in dreams, from waking eyes : 

In 
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In sum, a glitt'ring voice, a painted name, 

A walking vapour, like thy sister fame. 

But if thou bee'st what thy mad vot'ries prate, 

A female pow'r, loose govern 'd thoughts create ; 

Why near the dregs of youth perversely wilt thou 

stay, 
So highly courted by the brisk and gay ? 
Wert thou right woman, thou shouldst acorn to 

look 
On an abandon'd wretch by hopes forsook ; 
Forsook by hopes, ill fortune's last relief, 
Asaign'd for life to unremitting grief; 
For, let Heaven's wrath enlarge these weary days, 
If hope e'er dawns the smallest of its rays.* 
Time o'er the happy takes so swift a flight, 
And treads.8o sof^, so easy, and so light. 
That we the wretched, creeping far behind,' 
Can scarce th' impression of his footsteps find ; 
Smooth as that airy nymph so subtly bom 
With inoffensive feet o'er standing corn ; 
Which bow'd by ev'ning breeze with ben ding stalks, 
Salutes the weary trav'ller as he walks; 
But o'er th' afflicted with a heavy pace 
Sweeps the broad sithe, and tramples on his face. 
Down falls the summer's pride, and sadly shows 
Nature's bare visage furrow'd as he mows ; 
See, Muse, what havoc in these looks appear, 
These are the tyrant's trophies of a year ; 
Since hope his last and greatest foe is fled, 
Despair and he lodge ever in its stead ; 

» What a miserable state of mind must Swift bare beco in 
wben he wrote this ! which was owiog to the state of dependeace 
in which he bad alwa7s lived from his birth to (hat time, with 
but little prospect of bij being relieved from it. How grating 
must tbishave been tosucha proud and generous spiritl ' S. 

March 
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March oeV the ruin'd plain with motion slow. 

Still scatt'riDg desoUtion where they go. 

To thee I owe that fatal beot of mind. 

Stilt to unhappy restless th()ugbts Inclin'd ; 

To thee, vhat oft I vainly strive to hide, 

That scorn of fools, by fools mistook for pride ; . 

From Ihee whatever virtue takes its rise, 

Grows a misfortune, or becomes a vice; 

Such were thy rules to be poetically great, 

" Stoop not to int'reet, flattery, or deceit; 

Nor with hired thoughts be thy devotion paid ; 

Learn to disdain their mercenary aid ; 

Be this thy sure defence, thy brazen wall. 

Know no base action, at no gnilt turn pale ; 

And since unhappy distance thus denies 

T' expose thy soul, clad in this poor disguise ; 

Since thy few ill presented graces seem 

To breed contempt where thou bast hoped 

esteem." ^ 

Madness like this no fancy ever seized, 
Still to be cheated, never to be pleased j 
Since one false beam of joy in sickly minds 
Is all the poor content delusion 6nds. — 
There thy enchantment broke, and from this hour 
I here renounce thy visionary pow'r ; 
And sioce thy essence on my breath depends, 
Thus with a puff the whole delusion ends- 



WRITTEN IN A LADY'S IVORY TABLE- 
BOOK, 1698. 

i ERUSE my leaves tlu'ough every part. 
And think thou seest my owner's heart, 

Scrawl'd 
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Scrawl'd o'er with trifles thus, and qijite 

As hard, as senseless, and as light ; 

Expos'd to every coxconjh's eyes, 

But hid with caution from the wise. 

Here you may read, " Dear charming saint;" 

Beneath " A new receipt for paint :" 

Here, in beau-epelling, " Tru te) deth ;" 

There, in her own, "For an el brcth :" 

Here, " Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom !" 

There, "A safe way to use perfume:" 

Here, a page fill'd with billet doux ; 

On t'other side, " Laid out for shoes" — 

" Madam I die without your grace"— 

" Item, for half a yard gf lace." 

Who that had wit would place it here. 

For every peeping fop to jeer r 

To think tlutyour brains' issue is 

Expos'd to th' excrement of his,. 

In power of spittle and a clout. 

Whene'er he pleaae to blot it out; 

And then, to heighten the disgrace. 

Clap his own nonsense in the piece. 

Whoe'er expects to hold his part 

In such a book, and such a heart, 

If he be wealthy, and a fool, . 

Is in all points the fittest tool ; 

Of whom it may be justly said. 

He's a gold pencil tipp'd with lead. 



MRS. 
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MRS. FRANCES HARRIS'S PETITION. 1700. 

1 O their excellencies the Lords Justices of Ire- 
land,* 
Thehumble petition of Frances Harris, 
Who must starve and die a maid if it miscarries ; 
Humbly sheweth, that I went to warm myself in 

Lady Betty's t chamber, because I was cold; 
Abd I had in a purse seven pounds, four shillings, 

and six-pence, besides farthings, in money 

and gold ; 
So because I had been buying things for my lady 

last night, 
I was resolved to tell.my money, to see if it was 

right. 
Now, you must know, because my trunk has a - 

very bad lock. 
Therefore all the money I have, which, God 

knows, is a very small stock, 
I keep in my pocket, tied about my middle, next 

my smock. 
So when I went to put up my purse, as God would 

have it, my smock was unripp'd, 
And instead of putting it into my pocket, down it 

slipp'd ; 
Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my 

lady to bed ; 
And, God kftow^ I thought my money was as 

safe as my maidenhead. 
So, when I came up again, I found my pocket 

feel very light; 
But when I search 'd, and miss'd my purse, Lord I 
, I thought I should have sunk outright. 

* The earlsof Berkeljr andof Galway. H. 

t Lady Betty Bcrkfl/, afterwardt Gcrauin. H. 

Xord t 
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"Lord! madam," says Mary, "hovd'yedo?" — 

. " Indeed," says I, " never ■worse : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have dooc 

with my purse ?" 
" Lord help me !" says Mary, " I never stirr'd 

out of this place!" 
" Nay," said I, " I had it in lady Betty's cham- 
ber, that's a plain case." 
So Mary got me to bed, and cover'd me up warm: 
However, she stole away my garters, that I might 

do myself no harm. 
So I tumbled and toss'd alt night, as you may very 

well think. 
But hardly ever set my eyes together, or slept a 

wink. 
So I was a dream 'd, methought, that we went and 

search'd the folks round. 
And in a ctimer of Mrs. Dukes's* box, tied in a 

rag, the money was found. 
So next morning we told Whittlef* and he ^1 a 

swearing: - 
Then my dame Wadgar:[:came ; and she, you know, 

is thick of hearing. 
" Dame," said I, as tond as I could bawl, "doyou 

know what a loss I have had ?" 
" Nay," said she, " my lord Colway's § folks are 

all very sad : 
For my lord DromedaryHcomesaTuesday without 

fail." 

* Wife to one of the fbottaen. H. 
i Earl (rf Berkeley s valet. H. 
' t The oM deaf hoaickeeper. H. 
iGalway. H. 

H Tim Earl of Drogbeda, who with the pHnutt wia to toccead 
thetwoearb. H. 

VOL. XVI. I "Pugh!" 
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".. Pugh '." wid I, ^' b«t that's not the biuinesa 

that I ^U." 
S»j?B Ciry," aays he, " I have been a servant thia 

five and twenty years, come spring, 
And in all the places t hv'd I never heard of such 

a thing." 
" Yc$," saj's the steward.f " I remember vhcn I 

was at my lady Shrewsbury's, 
Such a thing as this happen'd, just about the thne 

of go^schrries." 
So I went to the party suspected, «nd I found her 

full of grief; 
(Now, you must know, of all things in thp world, 

I hate a thief:) 
However, I was resolv'd to bring the difcourse 

slily about: 
** Mrs. Dukes," said I. "here's an ugly aceiden^: 

has happen'd out : 
Tis not that I value the money three skips of ^ 

louae ;i 
But the thing I stand upon is the credit of the 

lioute- 
'Tistrue,seven pounds, four shillings, and sixpence, 

make§ a great hole in my wages : 
Besides, as they say, service is no inheritance in 

these ages. 
Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body un- 
derstands. 
That though 'tis hard to judge, yet money fan't 

go without hands." 

♦ Clerk of the kitchen. H. 

t Ferris; of whom, sec Joutoal ta$t«Uli Dee. 31, 1710. N. 

{ A usual saying^of heri. H. 

"The 



DiailizodbvGoOglf 



USS. BAftltlS's ]»XtITION. il 

" The deeUtAkt me !" said she (blesBmg htsrvilf) 

"if ever I saw't !" 
Sd Ae roar'd iike a b^lam, as tlioagh I hffd call'4 

her all to naught. 
9o you kaow, what could I say to her aiiy more^ 
I e'en left her, and came away as wise as I waa 

before. 
Well ; but then they would have had me gone to 

the Cunning man ! 
"No," said I, "Tis the same thing, the Chap- 

tAiN* will be here anon." 
So the Chaplain came in. Now the servants say 

he vs my sweetheart, 
Because.he's always in my chamber, and I always 

take his part 
So, as the devil would have it, before I w:a8 aware, 

oot I blunder'd, 
" Parson," said I, " can you cast a nutmt^, when 

a body's plunder'd?" 
(Nowyou must know, hehatestobecall'dPAnon, 

like the deeil !) 
" Truly," says he, " Mrs. Nab, it might become 

ymi to be more civil; 
If your money he gone, as a learned Dmne says, 

d'ye see, 
You are no text for my handling ; so take that 

from me : 
I was never taken for a Conjurer before, I'd have 

you to know." 
" I-ord !" said I, " don't be angry, I am lure I 

never thought you so ; 

» Dr. Swift. H. 

e2 Ysh 
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You kiiow 1 honour tbe cloth ; I desigd to be a 

Parson's wife ; 
I never took cue in your coat for a conjurer in all 

my life.'* 
With that he twisted his girdle at me like arope> 

as who should s:^, 
*' Now you may go hang yourself for me !" and 

so went away. 
Well: I thought I should have swoon'd^ "Juord!" 

said I, *' what shall I do ? 
I have lost my money, and shall lose my true love 

too !" 
Then my lord call'd me : " Harry,*" said my Lord, 

"don't.cry; 
rU give you something toward thy loss : " And, " 

says my lady, " so will I." 
Oh! but, said I, what if, after all, the Chaplain 

won't come to r 
Forthat, he said, (an't please your Excellencies,) 

I must petition you. . 
The premises tenderly consider'd, I desire, your 

Excellencies protection, 
And that I may have a share in ne^ct Sunday's col- 

lectton ; 
And, over and above, that I may have your Excel- 

lenciea' letter. 
With an order for the Chaplain afojcsaid,^ or, in- 
stead oi him, a better ; 
And then your poor petitioner^ both night and 

day. 
Or the chaplain (for 'tis his trade\ as in duty- 
bound, shall ever pray. 

* A caot word of lord aod lady fieriule; to Mrs, Harris. Hv 
A BALI. AD, 
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A BALLAD, ON THE GAME OF TRAFFIC 

WlITTBN At tak CAITLB tfP DOaLIK, 1099. 

jMy Lord,* to find out who must deal, 

Delivers cards about, ^ 
But the first knave does seldpm fail 

•To find the doctor out 
But then his honour cry'd, gadzook* ! 

Aod seem'd to knit his brow : 
for on a knave he never looks 

But h'thioks upon Jack How.f 
My lady, though she is no player, 

Some bungling partner takes, . 
And, wedg'd in corner of a chair, 

Takes snuff, and holds the stakes. 
Dame Floyd looks out in grave suspense 

For pair royals and sequents^ 
But, wisely cautious of her pence, 

The castle seldom, frequents. 
Quoth Herries, fairly putting cases, 

I'd won it on my word, 
If I had but a pair of aces, 

And could pick up a third. 
But Weston has a new-cast gown 

On Sundays to be fine in. 
And, if she can but win a crown, 

Twin just new dye the lining. 
" With these is parson Swift, 

" Not knowihg how to spend his time, 
" Does make a wretched shift, 

" To deafen them with puns and rhyme." 

*TIieeaii of Berkeley. H. t Paymajter to the army. H. 

A BALLAD, 

L _ Cooglf 



( ** ) 



A RALI4D. TO THE TUNE OF, THE 
CUT-PURSE.' 

WRITTEN ilT AUeCBT 1708* 

Once on a time, as old stories rehearse, 

A friar would need shov hid taleat in Latin; 
But was sorely put to't in the midst of a verso. 
Because he could find no word to come pat in : 
Then all in the place 
He left a void space, 
And so went to bed in a desperate case; 
When behold the next morning a wonderful riddle! 
He found it was strangely fiU'd up in the middle, 
Cbo. Let censuring critics then think what 
they list on't; 
Who would not write verses with utch an 
assistant? 



This put me the friar into an amazement : 

For he wisely considered it must be a sprite ; 
That he came through the keyhole or in at the 
casement ; 
And it needs must be one that could both read 
and write : 

* Lady Betty Berlceley, finding the preceding vena in the aa- 
thor'i roam unfinished, wrote, nadcr them the conciudiBg fitasza ; 
which gave occasion to this ballad, written by the author in a 
counterfeit baad, as if a third person had done it. Swipt. 

Yet 
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Yet he did not know 
If it were friend or foe. 
Or whether it came from above or below: 
However, 'twas civil, in angel or elf, 
For he ne'er could have filt'd it so well of himself. 
Cho. Let censuring, &c. 
rri. 
£ven so Master Doctor had puzzled his brains ., 

In making a ballad, but was at a stand : 
He had mixt little wit with a great deal of.pains. 
When he found a new hetp from iuvisible hand. 
Then, good doctor Swift, 
Pay thanks for the gift. 
For you freely must own, you were at a dead 
lift ; 
And, though some malicious young spirit did do't, 
You may know by the hand it had no cloven foot. 
Cho. Let censuring, &c. 



THE DISCOVERY. 

When wise lord Berkeley first came here,* 

Statesmen and mob expected wonders, 
Nor thought to find so great a peer 

Ere a week past committing blunders. 
Till on a day cut out by fate, 

When folks came thick to make their court. 
Out slipt a mystery of state, 

To give the town and country sporU 

* To Irdaod, as oM of the lordi justices. M, 

£ 4 Noi 
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Nov enters Bush* with new state ain, 

His iordshipV premier minister ; 
And who, in all profound affairs, 

Is held as needful is his clyster.'}' 
With head reclining on his shoulder, 

He deals and hears mysterious chat, 
While every ignorant beholder, 

Asks of his neighbour, who is that? 
With this he put up to my lord, 

The courtiers kept their distance due, 
He twitch'd his sleeve, and stole a word ; 

Then to a corner both withdrew. 
Imagine now, my lord and Bush 

Whispering in junto most profound, 
Like good king Phyz and good king Usb,;}: 

While all the rest.^tood gaping round. 
At length a spark not too well bred, - 

Of forward face and ear acute, 
Advanc'd on tiptoe, lean'd his head. 

To overhear the grand dispute ; 
To learn what Nordiern kings design. 

Or from Whitehall some new express. 
Papists disarmed, or fait of coin ; 

For sure (thought he) it can't be less. 
My lord, said Bush, a friend and I, 

Disguis'd in two old threadbare coats, 
Ere morning's dawn, stole out to spy 

How markets went for hay and oats. 

* Buth, bjr lome uiti^erhand insiDnation, obtained tbe post of 
Kcrelaryj which had been promiied to Swift. H. 
t Always taken before aiy lord went to council. H. 

J See " The Rebeanal." H. . .A •. . 

With 
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With that he draws two handfuls out, 

The one was oats, the otlier hay ; 
Put's this to's excellency's snout. 

And begs he would the other weigh. 
&ly lord seems pleas'd, but still directs 

By all means to bring down the rates; 
Then, with a conjee circumflex, 

Bush, smiling round on all, retreats. 
Our listener stood a while coufus'd, 

But gathering spirits, wisely ran for't, 
Enrag'd to see the world abus'd, 

By two such whispering kings of Brentford. 



THE PllOBLEM. 

"that my LOBD BERKELEY STINE3 WHEN HE 
IS IN LOVE." 

i3lD ever problem thus perplex, 

Or more employ the female sex ? 

So sweet a passion, who would think, 

Jove ever form'd to make a stink? 

The ladies vow and swear, they'll try, 

Whether it be a truth or lie. 

Love's fire, it seems, like inward heat, 

Works in my lord by stool and sweat, 

Which brings a stink from every pore, 

And from behind and from before; 

Yet wbq^ is wonderful to tell it. 

None but the favourite nymph can smell it. 

But now, to solv-c the' natural cause 

By sober philosophic laws : 

Whether all passions, when in ferment, 

"Work out as anger does in vermin; 

So, 
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So, when a weasel you torniMit, 
You find his passioQ by hU scent. 
We read of kings, who, in a fright, 
Though- OD a throne, would fall to sh— v ' 
Beside all this, ^eep scholars know, 
That the main string of-'Cupid's bow. 
Once on a time was an a — gut; 
Now to a nobler office put, 
By favour or desert preferr'd 
From giving passage to a t — ; 
But still, though fix'd among the stars, 
Does sympathize with human a — . 
Thus, when you feel a hardbound breech. 
Conclude love's bowstring at full stretch. 
Till the kind looseness comes, an<^ then 
Conclude the bow reiax'd again. 
• And now, the ladies all are bent 
To try the great experiment, 
Ambitious of a regent's heart. 
Spread all their charms to catch a, f — ; 
Watching the first unsavoury wind. 
Some ply before, and some behind. 
My lord, on fire amid the dames, 
F — ts like a laurel in the flames. 
The fair approach the speaking part, 
To try the back-way to his heart. 
For, as when we a gun discharge. 
Although the bnre be ne'er so larger 
Before the flame from muzzle burst. 
Just at the breech it flashes first: 
. So from my lord his passion' broke. 
He f — d first, and then he spoke. 

The ladies vanish in the smother, 
To confer notes with one another : 



And 
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And no\r they all agreed to name 
Whom each one thought the happy dam«. 
Quoth Neal, whate'er the rest nwy think, 
I'm sure 'twas I, that smelt the stink. 
You smell the stink! by G — d, you lye, 
Quoth Ross, for I'll be sworn 'twas I. 
Ladies, quoth Levens, pray, forbear: 
Let's not fait out ; we all had share. 
And, by the most I can discover. 
My lord's a universal lover. 



THE DESCRIPTION OF A SALAMANDER.* 
1705. 

As mastiff dogs in modern phrase are 
Call'd Pompeyi, Scipw, and CiEsar ; 
As pies and daws are often styl'd 
With Christian nicknames, like a child; 
As we say Mansieur to an ape, 
Without oifence to human shape ; 
So men have got, from bird and brute, 
Names that would best their nature suit. 
The Lion, Eagle, Fox, and Boor, 
Were heroes titles heretofore, 
Bestow'd as hierogl}'pfaics fit 
To show their valouFi strength, or wit: 
Eor what is understood hyfame. 
Beside the getting of a name? 
But, e'er since men invented guns, 
A different way their fancy runs : 

» Froni Pliny, Nat. Hist. lib. s. c. 67. lib. xiix. c 4, 

To 
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To paint a Hero, we inquire 

For something that will conquer j?rc. 

Would you describe Turerme or Trump f 

Think of a bucket or a pump. 

Are these too low ? — then find out grander, 

Call my lord Cutts a Salamander. 

'Tis well ; — but, since we live among 

Detractors with an evil tongue, 

Who may object against the term, 

Pliny shall prove, what we affirm ; 

Pliny shall prove, and we'll apply, 

And I'll be judg'd by standers by. 

First, then, our author has defm'd 
This reptile of the serpent kirid, ■ 
With gaudy coat and shining train ; 
But loathsome spots his body stain: 
Out from some hole obscure he flies, 
When rains descend, and tempests rise. 
Till the sun clears the air ; and then 
Crawls back neglected to his den. 

So, when the war has rais'd a storm, 
IVe seen" a snake in human form, 
All stain'd with infamy and vice. 
Leap from the dunghill in a trice, 
Burnish, and make a gaudy show, 
Become a general, peer, and beau, 
Till peace has made the sky serene; 
Then shrink into its hole again. 
" All this we grant — why then look yonder. 
Sure that must he a Salamander !'* 

Further, we are by Pliny told, 
This serpent is extremely cold y 
So cold tlipt put it in the fire, 
'Twill make the very flames expire : 
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Besides, it spews a filthy froth 
(Whether through rage or love, or both) 
Of matter purulent and white, 
Which, happening oa the skin to light; 
And there corrupting to a wound. 
Spreads leprosy and baldness round. 

So have I seen a batter'd beau, 
By age and claps. grown cold as snow. 
Whose breath or touch, where'er he came. 
Blew out love's torch, or chili'd the flame: 
And should some nymph, who ne'er was cruel, 
Like Carleton cheap, or fam'd Du-Ruel, 
Receive the filth which he ejects, 
She soon would find the same effects, 
Her tainted carcase to pursue, 
As from the salamander's spew ; 
A dismal shedding of her locks, 
And, if no leprosy, a pox. 
" Then I'll appeal to each by-stander, 
If this be not a Salamander ?" 



TO THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH, 

WHO COMMANDBD THE BBITISH FOBCES 
IK SPAIN. 

MORDANTO fills the trump of fame, 
The Christian worlds his deeds proclaim, 
And prints are crowded with his name. 

In journies he outrides the post. 
Sits up tilt midnight with his host. 
Talks politics, and jgives the toast. 



:,, Google 



6i tWltt'i TOEMS. 

Knows every priiice in Europe's iace. 
Flies like a squib from place to place, 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

From Paris gazette a-la-main, 
This day arriv'd, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

' A messenger comes all a-reek 
Mordanto at Madiid to seek; 
He left the tovn above a week; 

Next day the postboy winds his horn, 
And rides through Dover in the morn: 
Mordanto's landed from Leghorn. 

Mordanto gallops on alone, 
The roads are with his followers strovn. 
This breaks a girth, and that a bobe ; 

His body active as his mind, 
Returning sound in limb and wind, 
Except some leather lost behind. 

A skeleton in outward figure, 
His meagre corpse, though full of vigour. 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition, 
When you have not the least suspicion, 
He's with you like an apparition. 

Shines in all climates like a star; 
In senates bold, and fierce in war; 
A land commander, and a tar : 

Heroic actions early bred in, 
Ne'er to be match'd in modern reaHing, 
But by his namesake Charles of Sweden. 



08 

DiailizodbvGoOglc 



( 68 ) 

ON THE UNION. 

The queea baa lately lost a part 

Of her ENTiRELT-ENOLiSH* heart. 

For want of which, by \ray of botch. 

She piec'd it up again with scotch. 

Blest revoJution ! which creates 

Divided hearts, united states ! 

See how the double nation lies, 

Like a rich coat, with skirts of frize : 

As if a man, in making posies, 

Should bundle thistles up with roses. 

Who ever yet a union saw 

Of kingdoms without faith or law? 

Henceforward let no statesman dare 

A kingdom to a ship compare ; 

Lest he should call our commonveal, 

A vessel with a double-kcel: 

Which, just like ours, new rigg'd and mann'd, 

And got about a league from land, 

By change of wind to leeward side. 

The pilot knew not how to guide. 

So tossing faction will o'erwhelm 

Our crazy double- bottom 'd realm. 

* The motto on qucco Aone's coronation medal. K. 
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TO MRS. GIDDY FLOYD; 

OB, THE KECEIPT TO FORM A BEAUTY,* 1708. 

W HEN Cupid cli(i his gramlsiie Jove intreat 
To form some Beauty liy a new receipt, 
Jove sent, and found, far in a country scene, 
Truth, innocence, good nature, look serene: 
From which ingredients first the dextrous boy 
Fick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy. 

*The fbllowiDg elegant Latio versiou of thii "Receipt" wa» 
first printed in the sixth volume of Dryden's Mtacellaniea : 

Orabut precibus Cupido blaodic, 
Ut tandem omnipolens pater dtiarum 
Formuiam lege conderet recenti. 
ArridcDs cito, raris ad receuum 
Alcnas inisit avus, Fidemque nudam 
Illic repperit, Innocentiamque, 
Et vultum placidum, Indolemque suarern :, 
HextrA, quie, facili Puer peritus 
Oris k nimit pudore purgat, 

£t morum rudilate inelegant), ' * 

Ac nimis timid^ fugacitate. 
Sacne Pierides parant deinde 
£x auli ingenuam Institutionem, 
Acumenque acre, Gratiamquc formae. 
Cam Be non nimS* efferente Fastu. 
Ab bis flava Venus remorit omnena 
Procul molitiera, & malas doloMC 
Mentis Illecebras, Ineptiasque 
Bonum prav^ imitantiam, levesqae 
MotuB, Gloriolceque Inanitatem, 
SC»cet omnia Jupiter, latoqDc 
Temperat meliore, Lydiamque 
Inde appellat opus, stupcns, saperbum. 

The 
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The Graces, from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride: 
These Venus cleans from every spurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain. 
Jove mix'd up all, and the best clay empioy'd ; 
"Hien cail'd the happy composition Flotd. 



APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

TO THE HONOURABLE MRS, FINCH,.* 
VNDEK HEB K&HB OP ARDELIA. 

JTHCEBUS, now shortening every shade, 

Up to the northern tropic came. 
And thence beheld a lovely" maid, 

Attending on a royal dame. 

The god laid down his feeble rays, 
Then lighted from his glittering coach; 

Btt fenc'd his head with his own bays, ■ > 
Before he durst the nyroph approach. 

Under those' sacred leaves, secure 
From common lightning of the skies. 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flashes of ArdeHa's eyes. 

The nymph, who oft had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke, 

Soon knew Apollo by his looks, 4 

And guess 'd his business ere he spoke. ' - 

. * Afiecward ccnmteH of WiBcheltea. >f. ' 

Vol. XVI. F He, 
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He, in the old celestial cant, 

Confess'd his flame, and swore by Styx, 
Whate'er she would desire, to grant — ■ 

But wise Ardelia knew his tricks. - 
Ovid had warn'd her, to beware 

Of strolling gods, whose usual trade is. 
Under pretence of taking air, 

To pick up sublunary ladies. 
Howe'er she gave no flafdenial, 

As having malice in her heart ; 
And was resolv'd upon a trial, 

T& cheat the god in his own art. 
" Hear my request," the virgin said; 

" Let which I please of all the Nine 
Attend, whene'er I want their aid. 

Obey ray call, and only mine." 
By vow oblig'd, by p&ssion led, 

The god could not refuse her prayer : 
He wav'd his wreath thrice o'er her head, 

Thrice mutter'd something to the air, 
AnS now be thought to seize his due ; 

But she the charm already tried: 
Tlialia heard the call, and flew 

To wait at bright Ardelia's side. 
On sight of this celestial prude, 

Apollo thought it vain to stay j 
Nor in her presence durst be rude, 
. But jnade his leg, and went away. 
He bop'd to find some lucky hour, 

When on their queen the Muses wait ; 
But Pallas owns Ardelia's power; 

For VQW5 divine arekept by Fate. 



Then, 
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Then, full of rage, Apollo spoke : 
" Deceitful nymph ! I see thy art; 

And, though I can't my gift revoke, 
I'll disappoint its nobler part. 

Let stubborn pride possess thee long, 

And be thou negligent of fame; 
With every Muse to grace thy song, 

May'st thou despise a poet's n^me ! 

Of modest poets thou be first ; 

To silent shades repeat thy verse, 
Till Fame and Echo almost burst, 

Yet hardly dare one line rehearse. 

And last, my vengeance to complete, 
May'st thou descend to take renown, 

Prevail'd on by the thing you hate, 
A whig ! and one that wears a gown !" 



VANBRUGH'S HOUSE, 

BDILT FBOM THE itUINS OP WHITEHALL THAT 
WAS BUBNT, 1703. 

In times of old, when Time was young, 
And Poets their own verses sung, 
A verse would draw a stone or beam. 
That now would overload a team; 
Lead them a dance .of many a mile, 
Then rear them to*a goodly pile. 
Each number had its different power: 
Heroic strains could build a tower, 

F 2 Sonnets, 
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Sonnets, or elegies to Chloris, 
Might raise a house about two stories; 
A lyric ode would slate ; a catch 
Would tile; an epigram would thatch. 

But, to their own or landlord's cost, 
Now Poets feel this art is lost. 
Not one of all our tuneful throng 
Can raise a lodging for a song. 
For Jove coosider'd well the case, 
Observ'd they grew a numerous race; 
And should they build as fast as write, 
'T would ruin undertakers quite. ' 
This evil therefore to prevent, 
He wisely chang'd their element : 
On earth the God of Wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade; 
Leaving the Wits the spacious air, 
With licence to build castles there': 
And 'tis conceiv'd, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence. 

Premising thus, in modern way, ■ 
The better half we have to say ; 
Sing, Muse, the house of Poet Van, 
In higher strains than we began. 

■ Van (for 'tis fit the reader know it) 
Is both a Herald * and a Poet; 
No wonder then if nicely skiU'd 
In both capacities to build. 
As Hera,ld, he can in a day 
Kepair a house gone to decay ; 
Or; by achievement, armsj device, 
Erect a new one in a trice ; 

» Sir Jolin Vanbn^ held the office of Clareucicuf Jiing of 
■mis. N. 

And 
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And as a Poet, he has skill 

To build ill speculation still. 

" Great Jove !" he cry'd, " the art restore 

To build by verse as heretofore, 

And make my Muse the architect; 

What palaces shaM we erect ! 

No longer shall forsaken Thames 

Lament his old Whitehall in flames ; 

A pile shall from its ashes rise, 

Fit to invade or prop the skies." 

Jove sinil'd, and like a gentle god, 
Consenting with the usual nod, 
Told Van, he knew his talent best. 
And left the choice to his own breast. 
So Van resolv'd to write a farce; 
But, well perceiving wit was scarce, 
With cunning that defect supplies : 
Takes a French play as lawful prize; 
Steals thence his plot and every joke. 
Not once suspecting Jove would smoke; 
And (Iike.il wag set down to write^ 
Would whisper to himself, " a bite." 
Then, from this motley mingled style, 
Proceeded to erect his pile. 
So men of old, to gain renown, did 
Build Babel with their tongues confounded. 
Jove saw the cheat, but thought it best 
To turn the matter to a jest : 
Down from Olympus' top he slides. 
Laughing as if he'd burst his sides: 
Ay, thought the god, are these your tricks? 
Why then old plays deserve old bricks; 
And since you're sparing of your stuff. 
Your building shall he small enough. - 

f3 He 
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He spake, and grudging, lent his aid ; 

Th' experienc'd bricks, that knew their trade, 

(As being bricks at second-hand) 

Now move, and now in order stand.- 
The building, as the Poet writ, 

Rose in proportion to his wit; 

And iirst the prologue built a wall; 

So wide as to encompass all. 

The scene, a wood, produc'd no more 

Than a few scrubby trees before. 

The plot as yet lay deep; and so 

A cellar next was dug below: 

Bht this a work so hard was found. 

Two acts it cost him under ground. 

Two other acts, we may presume, 
• Were spent in building each a room : 

Thus far advanc'd, he made a shift 
To raise a roof with act the fifth. 
The epilogue behind did frame 
A place not decent here to name. 

Now Poets from Ml quarters ran, 
To see the house of brother Van : 
Look'd high and low, watk'd often round ; 
But no such house was to be found. 
One asks the watermen hard by, 
" Where may the Poet's palace lie?" 
Another of the Thames inquires,- 
If he has seen its gjlded spires? 
At length tliey in the rubbish spy 
A thing resembling a goose-pye. 
Thither in haste the Poets throng, 
And gaze in silent wonder long. 
Till one in raptures thus began 
To praise the pile and builder Van: 

" Thrice 
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"Thrice happy Poet ! who mayst trail 
Thy house about thee like a snail : 
Or, harness'd to a nag, at ease 
Takejournies in it like a chaise; 
Or io a boat whene'er thou wilt, 
CaDst make it serve thee for a tilt! 
Capacious house ! 'tis owu'd by all 
Thou'rt well contriv'd, though thou art small: 
For every Wit in Britain's isle 
May lodge within thy spacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as Poets feign, 
Thy mother burnt, art born again, 
Born like a phoenix from the flame ; 
But neither bulk nor shape the same-; 
As animals of largest size 
Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies; 
A type of modern wit and style. 
The rubbish of an ancient pile : 
So chemists boast they have a power, 
From the dead ashes of a flower 
Some faint resemblance to produce. 
But not the virtue, taste, or juice. , 
So modern rhymers wisely blast 
The poetry of ages past ; 
Which, after they have overthrown, 
They from its ruins build their own." 



THE HISTOllY OF VANBRUGH'S HOUSE. 
1708. 

When mother Clud had rose from play, 
And call'd to take fhe c^ri^ls away, 



Van 

,i:,., Google 



fi stift's.sobms. 

Van saw, but seem'd not to regard, 
How Miss pick'd every painted card^ 
And busy both with hand and eye, 
Soon rear'd a house two stories high. 
Van's genius, without thought or iecturcv 
Is hugely turn'd to architecture : 
He viewM the edifice, and smil'd, 
Vow'd it was pretty for a child : 
It was so perfect in its kind, 
He kept the model in his mind. 

But, when he found the boys at play. 
And saw them dabbling iu their clay, 
"He stood behind a stall to lurk, 
And mark the progress of their work; 
With true delight observ'd them all 
Raking up mud to build a wall. 
The plan he much admir'd, and took 
The model in his tablebook : 
Thought himself now exactly skiH'd, 
And so resolv'd a house to build: 
A real house, with rooms, and stairs. 
Five times at least as big as theirs; 
Taller than Miss's by two yards; 
Not a sham thing of clay or cai-ds ; 
And so he did ; for, in a while, 
He built up such a monstrous pile, 
That no two chairmen cuuld be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 
Still at Whitehall it stands iu view, 
Just in the place where first it grew: 
There all the little schoolboys run, 
Envying to see themselves outdone. 
From such deep rudiments as these, 
. Van is bcQome, by due degrees, 

I 
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For building fam'd, and justly reckon 'd, 
At couTi, Vitruvius the second : 
No wonder, .since wise authors show, 
That best foundations must be low : 
And now the duke has wisely ta'en him 
To be his architect at Blenheim. 

But, raillery at once apart. 
If this rule holds in every art; 
Or if his grace were no more skill'd in 
The art of battering walls than building, 
We might expect to see next year, 
A mouse-trap man chief engineer.* 

* " However partial the Court was to Vanbrugh, every body 
was not blind to hi» dt-i'ect^. Swilt ridiculed boib hii own dimi- 
tintive liouse at Whitcball, and the stupendous pile at Bleoheini . 
Tbus far the satirist w^s well founded. Party rage warped his 
understanding, when he censured Vaiibrugb's Plays, atid left him 
no more judgtnetit to see thdr beauties tban sir Jc^n had'wbea 
he perceived not that they were the only beautiei< that he was 
formed locnmpO!>e." Lord Orfurd's Anccdotesgf Pai tiling^ vol. iii. 
p. 152,— This noblp writer, perhaps, was not aware of the band- 
some apology Dr. Swift and Mr, Pope have made, in the jmnt 
preface to their Misceltatiies : " In regard to two persons only we 
wish our raillety, though ever so tender, or resentment, though 
ever so just, had not been. indulged. We speak of sir John Vao- 
brugb, wbo wa; a man of wit, and of honour; and of Mr. Addl- 
«on, whose name desq^es all the respect from every lovcc of 
learning." N. 
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BAUCIS AND PHILEMON.* 

ON THE ETBB-I.AHENTE*D 1.088 OF THE TWO 
TEW-TREES IN THE PABI8H OF CHII.THOBNB, 
SOMEKSET. 1706. 

IHITATKS FROM THE BIOHTH EOOK OP OVID, 

In ancient timea, as story tells, 
The saints would often leave their cells, 
And stroll about but hide their quality 
To try good people's hospitality. 

It happcn'd on a winter night, ^ 
As authors of the legend write, 
Two brother hermits, saints by trade, 
Taking their tour in masquerade, 
Disguis'd in tatter'd habits, went 
To a small village down in Kent ; 
Where, in the strollers' canting strain, 
They begg'd from door to door in-vain, 
Tried every tone might pity win ; 
But not a soul would let then in. 

Our wandering saints! i° woeful state,' 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 
Having through all the village past, 
To a small cottage came at last ! 
Where dwelt a good old honest ye'pian, 
Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon; 
Who kindly did these saints invite 
In his poor hut to pass the night ; 
And then the hospitable sire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the iire; 

* TluJi poem u very £aei and though id the same (train with 
Prior's Ladle, is yet superior. Goldsmith. 

, While 
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While he from out the chimney took 
A fiitch of bacon off the hook, 
And freely from the fattest side 
Cut out large slices to be fry'd ; 
Then stepp'd aside to fetch them drink, 
Fill'd a large jug up to the brink, 
And saw it fairly twice go round ; 
Yet (what is wonderful) they found, 
Twas still replenish'd to the top, 
As if they ne'er had touch'd a drop. 
The good old couple were amaz'd, 
And often on -each other gaz'd ; 
For both were- frighten'd to the heart, 
And just began to cry, "What ar't!" 
Then softly turn'd aside, to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, soon aware on't. 
Told them their calling and their errand : 
" Good folks, you need not \m afraid. 
We are but saints," the hermits said; 
" No hurt shall come to you or yours: 
But for that pack of churlish boors, 
Not fit to live on Christian ground. 
They and their houses shall be drown'd; 
While you shall see your cottage rise, 
And grow a church before your eyes." 

They scarce had spoke, when fair arid soft, 
The roof began to mount aloft; 
Aloft rose every beam and rafter; 
The heavy wall climb'd slowly after. 

The chimney widen'd, and grew higher, 
Became-a-steeple with a spire. 

The kettle to the top was hoist, 
And there stood fasten'd to a joist, • 

But 
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But with the upside down, to show ' 
Its inclination for below: 
In vain ; for a superior force 
Apply'd at bottom stops its course: 
Doom'd ever in suspense to dwell, 
Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A woodeti jack, which had almost 
Lost by disuse the art to roast, 
A sudden alteration feels, 
Increas'd by new intestine wheels; 
And, what exalts the wonder more, 
"The number made the motion slower. 
The flier, though it had leaden- feet, 
Turn'd round so quick you scarce could see't; 
But, slacken'd by some secret power, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near allied, 
Had never left each other's side: 
The chimney t» a steeple grown, 
Theja(;|t would not be left alone; 
But, up against the steeple rear*d, 
Became a clock, and still adher'd ; 
And still its love to household cares, 
By a shrill voice at noon, declares, 
Warning the cookmaid not to burn 
That roast meat, which it cannot turn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge snail, along the wall; 
There stuck dloft'in public view, 
And with small change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glittering show, 
To a less noble substance changM, 
IVere now but leathern buckets rang'd. 

The 
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The ballads, pasted on the wall, * 
Of Joan of France, and English Mall,* 
Fair Rosamond, and RoI»inhood, 
The Little Children in the Wood, 
Now scem'd to look abundance better, 
Improv'd in picture, size, and letter; 
And, high in order plac'd, describe 
The heraldry of every tribe.t 

A bedstead of the antique mode. 
Compact of timber many a load, 
S«ch as our ancestors did use, 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 
Which still their ancient nature keep, 
By lodging folks dispos'd to sleep. 

The cottage, by such feats as these, 
Grown to a church by just degrees, 
The hermits then desir'd ^heir host 
To ask for what he fancy'd most. 
Philemon, having paus'«i ii white, 
Return'd them thanks in homely styje ; 
Then said, " My house is grown so fine, 
Methinks, I still wduld call, it mine. 
I'm old, and fain would live at ease; 
Make me the parson if you please." • 

He spoke, and presently he feels 
His grazier's coat fait down his heels: 
He sees, yet hardly can believe, 
About each arm a pudding sleeve ; 
His waistcoat to a cassock grew, 
And both assum'd a sable hue ; 

* MaU Frith, the Roaring Girl, See Granger. N. 
-f Tbe tribes of Inael are wHnetimes distingui^ed in couutrjr 
cburchet by the cniigni siren to them by Jacob. H. 

But, 
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But, behig old, continu'd just 
As threadbare, and as full of dust. 
His talk was now of tithes and dues : 
He smok'd his pipe, and read the news; 
Knew how to preach old sermons next, 
Vamp'd in the preface and the text ; 
At christenings well could act his part, 
And had the service all by heart ; 
Wish'd women might have children fast, 
And thought whose sow had farrow'd last ; 
Against dissenters would repine, 
And stood up firm for " right divine ;" 
Found his head fiU'd witli many a. system: 
But classic authors, — he ne'er miss'd 'em. 

Thus having furbish'd up a parson, 
Dame Baucis next they play.'d their farce on. 
Instead of homespun coifs, were seen 
Good pinners edg'd with colberteen; 
Her petticoat, traasform'd apace, 
Became black satin flounc'd with lace. 
"Plain Goody" would no longer down, 
'Twas "Madam,"-in hrt- grogram gown. 
Philemon M-as in great surprise; 
And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to see her look so prim ; 
And she admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy in their change of life, 
Were several years this man and wife : 
When on a day which prov'd their last, 
Discoursing o'er old stories past, 
They went by chance, amid their talk, • 
To the churchyard to take a walk; 
When Baucis hastily cry'd out, 
"My dear, I see your forehead sprout!" — 

''■Sprout!" 
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" Sprout !" quoth the man ; " what's this yoa 

tell us f 
I hope you don't believe me jealous ! 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true ; 
And really yours is budding too — 
Nay,— now I cannot stir my foot ; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root." 

Description would but tire my muse, , 
la short, they both were tum'd to yews. 
Old goodman Dobson of the green 
Remembers he the trees has seen ; 
He'll talk of them from noon till night. 
And goes with folks to show the sight ; 
On Sundays, after evening prayer, 
He gathers all the parish there ; 
Points out the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 
Till once a parson of our town. 
To mend his bam, cut Baucis down ; 
At which, 'tis hard to be believ'd 
■How much-the other tree was griev'd, 
Grew scruljbed, died atop, was stunted ; 
So'the next parson stubb'd and burnt it. 



A GRUB-STREET ELEGY 

ON THE SUPPOSED DEATH OF fARTRIDOE THE 
ALMANACK MAKER. 1708. 

WELL; 'tis as Bickerstaff has guess'd, 
Though we all took it for a jest : 

Partridge 
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Partridge is dead ; nay more, he died 
Ere he could prove the good 'squire lied. 
Strange, an astrologer should die 
Without one wonder in the sky : 
Not one. of all his crony stars 
To paytheir duty at his hearse! 
No meteor, no eclipse appear'd ! 
No comet with a flaming beard ! 
The sun has rose, and gone to bed. 
Just as if Partridge were not dead ; ■ 
Nor hid himself behind the moon 
To make a dreadful night at noon. 
He at fit periods walks through Aries, 
Howe'er our earthly motion varies; 
And twice a year he'll cut th' Equator, 
As if there had been no such matter. 

Some wits have wonder'd what analogy 
There is 'twixt cobbling* and astrology ; 
How Partridge made his optics rise 
From a shoe-sole to reach the skies.^ 

A list the cobbler's temples ties, 
To keep the hair out of bis eyes ; 
From whence 'tis plain the diadem 
That princes wear derives from them : 
Apd therefore crowns are nowadays 
Adorn 'd with golden stars and rays; 
Which plainly shows the near alliance 
'Twixt cobbling and the planets' science. 
' Besides, that slow-pac'd sign.Bootes^ 
As 'tis miscall'd, we know not who 'tis : 
But Partridge ended all disputes; 
He knew his trade, and call'd it bools-X 



* Partridge was s cobbler. Swift. 
t See his Almanack. Swift. 



The 
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The Uoftitd RiMA, #hlcfa ll^MtofbK 
UpoD their shdta tbe Rom&ns voi^e^ 
Whose wideness kept their t/Aea fKm cbnu, 
And whence we claim 0il^ shot^ng-honia, 
Shows how ffa<i trt of ctibUihg beard . 
A near resemblaoce to the spherel 
A scrap of pa^hment fairiig by geoMitry, 
(A great refiner in barontetry) 
Cin, like th« stats, fatcteR the weather ; 
And what is parchm^at else but leatllA:? 
Which aD astrologer nfiight irie 
Either for Almanacks or shoes. 

Thus Partridge, by his wit and paHs> 
At once did practise both these arts : 
And as the boding owt (or rather . 
The bat, because her wings are leather) 
Steals from her private cell by nigh^ 
And flies about the candte-light ; ' - 
So learned Partridge could as well * ' 
Creep in the dark from- leathern c^ll^ 
And in his fancy flj- as fat 
To peep upon a twinkling^ £rtan 

Besides, he could confound the Spheres, 
And set the pWets by the ears ; 
To show his skilly he Mdrs ccnild join 
To Venus in a^Ct malign ; 
Hien call in Mercury for aidj 
And cure the wounds that Venus made. 

Great scholars have in Lucian read. 
When Philip king of Greece vast dead. 
His soul and spirit did divide 
And eacli part took a different side : 
One rose a star ; the other fell 
Beneath, and mendj^d shoes iii HelL 

VOL. xvx. o ^ Thus 
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Tfaiu^ Partridge ittll shioef in each ^rt* 
The cobbling and star-gazing par^ 
And i& tn^tall'd as good a star 
As any of the Csesars are. 

Triumphant ^tar! some pity sbo«r . 
On cobblers iniiitant be^v. 
Whom rogu^i boys, in stormy oig^ts^ 
Torment by pissing out their HghtB^ 
Or through a chink convey their amokt, 
Enctos'd artificers ta choke. 

Thou, high exalted in thy sphere. 
. Mayst follow still thy calling there. 
Tp thee the Qull will lend his faid^ 
By Phoebus newly tann'd and dry'd : 
For thee they Argo's hulk will tax, 
And scrape her pitchy sides for wax : 
Then Ariadne kindty leads 
Her braided hair to make thee ends ; 
The points of Sagittarius' dart 
Turns to a^ awl by heavenly art; 
And Vulcan, wheedled by4iis wife, 
Will forge for thee a paring knife. 
For want of room by Virgo's side, 
She'll strain a point and sit * astride. 
To take thee kiotUy in between ; 
And then the Signs will be Thirteen. 

THE EPITAPH. 
Here, five feet deep, ties on his back 
A cobbler, starmongper, .and quack ; 
Who, to the stars in pure good will. 
Does to his best took upward still. 

* " Ubi bradiia cootrabit ingcoi Scorpius/' &c. 

Weep, 
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Veep, all you cuatorhen that use. 
His pill^ his atmaiiadcs, orshoei::' 
And you that did your forttmeteelE,. 
St^ to hiB grave but once a week ; 
This earth, which bears his body's print, 
You'll find has so much virtue in't. 
That I durst pawn my^ears^ 'twill tell, ■ 
MHiate'er concern! you full as well, 
In ph}vic, stolen goods,' or love, 
As he himself could, when above. 



MERLIN'S PROPHECY. 170S. 

Seven and ten, addyd to nine, 
Of Fraunceher woethis is the sygne, 
Tamys rivere twys y-froren, 
Watke isans wctyng shoes ne hozen. 
Then comyth foorthe, ich understonde. 
From towne of stofFe to fattyn londe, ' 
Anhardie chyftan,* woe the morne, 
To Fraunce that evere he was: bom. 
Then shall the fyshe f beweyle his bosse; 
Nor shall grin berrys J make up the losse. 
Yonge Symnele ]| shall again miscarye : 
And Norway's pryd § again shall marrye. 
And from the tree whet% blo&ums ftiele, 
Ripe fruir shall come, and all is wele. 
Reaums shall daunce honde'in honde,5r 
And it shall be merry^ in otde Inglonde, 

■Duke<rf'HttIbon)aeli. "H. , fTheDaupUa. 1^. 
tMtiotBatr^ H. ij The young Pretender. H. 

\ Qoeen Anbe. H^ ■ f By the UDioiv. H. 

«S, Thett 
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Then old tnf^cmde thsU be noi mor^ 
Add no man shall be sbrit tberefortk 
Geryon. ** shal^baya duec hfldd «gityne^ 
Till Hapsbarge f aukyt^ tKem bun tvaync. 
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A DESCRIPTION OF THE MORNIKG. 
VRiTTiK i;(r APRix. 1709;, 

AND FIBST PftlNtED I» TBK T4T"iH- 

JN OW hardly here-and tliere a hackney coach 
AppjBaring, show'd the ruddy morn's approach. 
Now Betty from' her master's bed had flown. 
And softly stole to discompose her own; 
The slipshod 'prentice, frpj^ his inaAteT's .^Qor 
Had par'd the dirt, and sprinkled round thp floor. 
Now Moll had vvhirl'd h^r mop with dextrous airs,. 
Frepar'd to. scrub the eqjry and the stairs. 
The youilf. with brot^my stumps began to ti:»fe 
ThekenneJ'8.edg.e»where wheels had worn the^pUce. 
The smallaqal">9° ^^^ heard with cadence.dfep, 
, Till drown'f} iushrilleif i^otes of chimnt;ysweep:- 
Duns^t liift lordship's gate besan to meet; 
And hrickdust Moll had scream'd tbrqugh half 

the street. 
The turnkey noAv his flock returning s^es, 
Duly let put Anights l;o. steal for fees: 
The watchful bailiffs J take their silwitf tand^ 
And. schoolbgys lig y-HI? satchels in. their hands. 

■';.'! ,".:,. ■...', A DB- 

.* A king of Spain slain by Hercuks. H. *-■ 

. . tnfa;Bich(hiIie€)>arlcs W3s<c^:th<;<[3a[nbi^&«ii]p, . H, 
. i X»iJutWiiffl^\iafi. (as he styles bvasdO.tftiadMer.afth* 
. *f ADnotatJODfi erf ttie Tatler," has an mnojatiOB or tttii^- 
..j.\. .- . »age, 
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A DESCRIPTION OP A CITY SHOWER,* 

IK IMlTATISK OF TIBCIL's CBOaOICS. 

WRITTEN IN OCTOBER, 17'10i 
AND riBST PRIHTBD IN THB T^T^EA. ■ 

Careful oUervers may foretel tbe hour, 
(By sui:e prognostics) when to dread a shower. 
While rain depend|}, the peaaire cat gives o'er 
Her frolics, and pursues her tail no more. 
Retaraing home at night, you'll iind tht uok 
Strike your offended sense with double Etink. 

■,,■■'■ If 

age, wUdi •tcerUlni a ttory related of Slc«)« by Dr. JoboKin, 
OD tbe antbority of Savage. 

" Tbis iraagr of the moTntnj[ at the other end of the town u 
lOKijClinilUrsDdentQrtaimDg, that to mako it jrei norefkial- 
hi, aod to g>ve it the ceconeniical and domcMic air, a pntleaiaa 
of those parti bai alwayi by him a tct of Uveriei of the largetl 
aze, ID order to equip tbe moft oiEciotB of thia raok of utH, 
i^oa the very &r>t tender of ibair service ; thii method esu*' 
bliibet him io tbe character of being the b^t inastci in the wotM, 
beooH be givet fitt, u well ai im^m.- asd hii peopto at tbe 
UBie time are no lea famed for diligence and fideliij, for be is 
alwayi bwc of a very Uriel and ehu attendance." " i^kOU- 
tiom, itc." Part L p. 32. <rbe ibltowiiig pasage U the Six- 
miiMtit a farther confinoatioD of tbe lame story : " I have bawd 
of a certain ilhutrioos peraoo, wbo^haviagmgumrd du corftj tb^t. 
forced their attenddocc upon bim, put tbepi into a liveiy, and 
Buintaiocd theia at bU lervaoA ; thus atuweriog that famoua 
qoatioo, 

" f^uis eastoSet ipns etalaJus f" Eaasuner, H" it. K. 

* " 1^ day came out tbe TatlUj made up wholly of ay 

IWer, aild a preface to it. They lay it ia the .beat thing I 

mt writ, and I thick to too. I suppose the bishop of 

«3 Ciofbar 
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If you tie wise, then go not far to dine ; 
You'll qpend in coach- hire ntore tbap save in wioe. 
A coming shower your shooting, corns presage. 
Old aches * will throb, your hollow tooth will rage ; 
Sauntering in coffeehouse is Dulman seen ; 
He damns the ctim^ite, and complains of spleen. 
Meanwhile the South, rising with dabbled wings, 
A sable cloud athwart the welkin flings, 
That swill'd more liquor than it could contain^ 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 
Brisk Susan whips her linen from the rope. 
While the first drizzling shower ii home aslope : 
Such is that sprinkling which some careless quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, hut not so clean : 
You fly, invoke the gods; then, turning, stop 
To rail ; she, singing, still whirls on her mop. 
Not yet the dust had shunn'd th' unequal strif<P» 
But, aided by the wind, fought still for life, 

Clt^her inll show it jou. Pray tell me how yoa like h.*' 
Journal to Stella, Oft. l7, 1710,— '■ Tell me how my Sinotr 
b liked in Ireland. I nerer knew any thing pau better tiere. 
There nerer wai (ucb ■ Sknver uoce Danae'i," kc. Ibid.— 
'' I am writing my poetical dcKripcion of a SAtnver in London, 
and will tend it to the TiTLBB." /i«</.— "The biibopof Cloglier 
layR, I bid him read the Lopdon Shaver, and tlut you 
both fffore it vu SAaver, and not Shmver. You all lie, and 
ymi are puppies, and can't read Preito'g hand," See. Itid. Kot. 
2Q, 1710. — " My Showtr admired with you ; why the biihop of 
Clogber says, he kai seen nmrthing of mine of the lanoa 
■qrt, better than the Simver, I *uppose he meani Tie Morning, 
bnt it it not half so good." /Mi/. Not. 30, 1710. — "Mr, bopping 
I have aeen, and he tells me coldly, ny SAm-er is liked well 
enough j there's your Irish judgment." I6id. 

* In the old foiioj and fint octavo, this word, wat nie4 xs a 
, dissyllable, " Old a-chet throb," Sec. and so it hat contfcraed in 
all the subsequent editions both of the Tatleb, and Swift's 
" Wdrks," lill the collection of the Engli-;h I'oets was published" 
in l?7ybyDr. JosNsoN. ' 

And 
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And wafted with iti foe by violent gust, 
Twas doubtful which was rain and which wasdutt.* 
Ah! where must needy poet aeek fflr aid, 
Mliea ilust and rain at-^nce his coat ftivade? 
fSoIe coat ! where dust, ceiiKnted by the rain, 
Erectsf the nan, and leaves a cloudy stain ! 

Now'in contiguous drops the flood comes dovn. 
Threatening with deluge this devotedtovn. 
To shops IB crowds therfaggled females fly, " '\ 
Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
The Templar spruce, while every spout's ahroacl^ 
Stays till 'tis fair, yet seems to call a coach. 
Tile tuck*d-up semstress walks'with hasty strides, ' 
While streams run down her otl'd umbrella's sides. 
Here various kinds, by various fortunes led, 
Commence acquaintance underneath a shed. 
Triumphant Tories, and desponding Whigs,;}: 
Foi^t therr feuds, and join to save their wigs. [| 
fiox'd in a chair the fieau impatient sits, 
While ^outs run clattering o'er the roof by fits. 
And ever and anon with frightful din ' 
The leather sounds ; he trembles from within. * 

* "Twas doubtfa) which was sea and which tfas «ky.~ 

Cakth'i Diipeniai}, 
t Ori(^nally tliu!>, but nUeied when pope pt^lisbed the 
" Mucdtanies ; " — 

" HU only coal, wjiere dust, coafus'd with' rain, 

Itougheni tfaa oap, and learn a miogled jtain." 

t Written in the fint jear of the earl of Ozford'i 01101(117. 

II As wiig and wig only dlfcr bjr an aspiration which i« 

■carce to be dblingnished, it may ba thought an excsplioo to 

Swift's remarluble exactness, that be has mode them rhyme t 

•ul the same thing was afterwardi done by Mr. Pope, either 

npOD the Dean's autliority, or becaute he did not think it liable to 

<*9«aion: ' 

" Ajokem Jekylt, DraomcMU eUvKJir, 

"Whs [««T«[ chang'J hli principle) 8f ivi^." 

G 4 . Si» 
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So when Troy cbuiijaf n bore tbe woodeit 9ft«e4l| 
Pr^piant viCb Qr^eks impatient to be freed, 
(Those bully Greeks, who. as the modern* 4o, 
Instead of paying chairaien, ran them tbrqpgb) 
LaocooD strpck the outside with bis spcv , • - ' 
And each iraprisoold hero qiuk'd for fttfit, 

^'ov from ^U parts th» sw?llin|[ k«inelA.flinr, 
And bear their trophies with tbem as they gQ : 
Filths of all hues and odour, seem to teU 
What street they sail'd from, by tb«ir sight wi 

smell. 
They, as each torrent drives with r?pid force. 
From Smithfield to St Pulchr^'s shape their course; 
And in huge cunflnetice joio'd At &)owhiU ridg^ 
Fall from, the conduit prone to Holborn bridge. 
Sweepings from btitchers' stalls, duo^ guti>' 

and blood, .-■'■■■■ 

Drown'd puppies, stinking sprats, all diisDcVd 

in mud, 
Ducats, and turnip-tops come tumbling down 
the flood. 



ON THE LITTLE HQUSE 

BT 

THE CHVftCBTAED OV CASTLSWOCK. 171<X 

W^HOEVER pleases to JBqnire 
Why yonder steeple Vants a spire, 
The grey old fellow, poet Joe,* 
Tbe philosQpic cause will show. 

* Mr. BaanmoBt otTiigL P. 

Oaoe 



DiailizodbvGoOglc 



J 



UtrLX HOVf* OV CMTLENOCE. 80 

Once on a time a w^tern blut 
At least twc4vt iach«« overcaji^ 
Reckoning roof, weathercock, and all. 
Which came with a prodigioiu fall; 
And tumbling topaylurvy roiiod, 
lit with its bottom on the ^Auud : 
For, by the Iain of gravitatioiv 
It fell into its proper vtatioQt ^ 

This is the little strutting pile, ' 
You see just by the ehurchyar4 stile ; 
The walls in tumbling gave .a knock, 
And thus the steeple got a gho^ ; 
From whence the neighbouring farmer calls 
The Steeple, Knock ; the vicar, Wall^* 

The vicar once a *cek creeps in. 
Sits with hivkne^up.tobischin; . 
Here cons hisuotes, and takes avhe^ 
Till the small ragged flock is met. 
A travelleT, who by did pass) 

Observ'd the roof behind (hr grtu ; 

On tiptoe ntfuS^ and.Tear*d fats snout, .■■.■■ 

And saw the parson tTfcping out; 

Was much surprided t« «eff a crow . . 

Venture to bqild hia Mat solov. . . ' . i. . i 
A schoolboy ran unto't wd thanght, 

Thp crib was down, the blackbird caught. . . 

A third, who lost his wiQ^ by u^^ 

Was foirc'd for safety to aU^t^ "': , 

And stepping o'er thefabric roof, 

His horse had like to spoil hi; hoof. 
Warburtonf took it in his noddl^ 

This building was desigu'd a model ; 

* Aidideiooii WaS, a cMmpondent of Swift's, F. 
'il>f. Swift'i cumie at laneot. F. 

Or 
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Or of a pidgeon-house of OTCD, 

To bake one loaf, and keep onft dov'e in. - 

Then Mrs. Jbfamon • gave her verdict, 
And every one was pleas'd that heard tt : 
All that you Oiake this stir aboat . 
Is but a. still which wHnrts a spout. 
The reverend Dr. Raymond f guess'd 
More probably^ t^an all the rest ; 
He said but that it wanted room 
It might have been a pigmy's tomb. ' 

The doctor's family came by, • ■ 

And little-miss began tocry ; 
Give me that liouse in' my own hand -! 
Then madat^ bade the chariot' stand, ' ' 

Call'd to the clerk, in mannei^tnild, 
Pray^ re^ch that thing here to the child : - 
That thing, I mean, among the kale-^ 
And here's to buy a pot of ale, " ■ ; ' 

The clerk said to her in a hea^ -' << •' 
What ! sell my inaster's counti^ seat/' ' 
Where he comes every weekfrbm t<i«n'f' ' ' 
He would not sell it for a cVo^n. 
Poh .' fellow,. keep not «uch a pother ; 
Id half an hour thou'lt make another. 

Says Nancy,:}: I can make for miss 
A finer house ten time than this ; ■ . . 

The dean will give me wiUow sticks, 
And Joe my apron-fulLof bricks. ' • 

• Stella. F. t Minlitar of THm. F. 

{ tb^ wskiDg womati. F. 
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THE VIRTUES OF SID HAMET'.THE 
MAGICIAN'S ROD.t I7I0. 

T. HE rod was but a harmless wand. 
While Moses held it in his haod; 
But, soon as e'er he laid it down, 
Twas a devouriag serpent groini. 

Our great magician, Hamet Sid, 
Reverses what the prophet did : 
His rod was honest English wood. 
That senseless in a corner stood. 
Till, metamorphos'd by his grasp. 
It g^ew an all-dcvoaring asp ; 
Would hiss, and sting, and roll, and twist, 
By the mere virtue of his fist ; 
But, when he laid it down, as quick 
Resum'd the figure of a stick. 

So, to her midnight feasts, the hag 
Rides on a broomstick for a nag. 
That, rais'd by magic of her breech, 
O'er sea and land conveys the witch; 
But with the morning dawn resumes 
The peaceful state of Common brooms. 
They tell us somethmg strange and odd, 
About a certain magic rod.J 
That banding down its top, divines 
Whene'er the soil has golden mines; 

* The carl of Godolphia, 

■f- This poem was iasated in Motpbew't Mbcdtaniet, with tbis 
IntrodactioD UDdoubCedlj' dietated by Dr. Swift : " The ibllow- 
in£ being judged by some Eo be after the ^uihor's mannerj I haw 
vcDtured toprintit.' N. 

J The -virgultt divma, raid to be attracted by robtrala. Swift. 
Where 
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Where there are none, it stands erect, 
. Scorning to show the least respect ; 
As feady v/as the wand of Sid 
To bend where golden mines were hid ; 
In Scottish hills found precious ore,* 
"Where none e'er look'd for it before ; 
And by a gentle bow divin'd' 
How well a cully's piirse was lin'd ; 
To a forlorn and broken rake. 
Stood without motion like a stake. 

The rod of Hermes wasrenown'd 
For charms above, and under ground ; 
To sleep could mortal eyelids fix, ' • 
And drive departed soi^ls to Styx. 
That rod Was a just type of Sid's, 
Which o'er a British senate's lids 
Could scatter opium full as welt, 
And drive as many souls to Hfl). 

Sid's rod was slender, white, and tall. 
Which* oft he us'd to fisb withal ; 
A place was festeii'd to the hook. 
And many score of gudgeons took ; 
Yet still so happy was his fate, " 
He caught his fish, and sav'd his bait. 

Sid's brethren of the conjuring tribe, 
■ A circle with their rod describe, 
Which proves a magical redoubt, 
To keep mischievous spirits out. 
Sid's rod was of a larger stride, 
And*made a circle thrice as wide, 
Where spirits throng with hideous din, 
And he stood there to take them in ; 

* Sapposed to allude to the Union. SwtEr. 



But 
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But when th' enchanted rod was broke, 
Hey v«tiisbVlm-a s^bkiBg smoke: 

Achilles' aceptre was of ,»(po^, . . .. 
Like Sid's, but nothing, near so good ; 
Though down from ancestors divine 
Transmitted, to the. h|crp's,.lioe; .'_ 

Thence, througli a long descent of kin^^'- " 
Came an heirloom, as Homer sings, , 
Though this description" looks so big. 
That sceptre was a sapless twig. 
Which from the fatal day, when 6rst 
It left the forest wtiere 'twas nurs'd, 
As Homer tells us o'^r and o'er^ 
Nor lea^ nor fruit, iior blossom, bore, 
Sid*s sceptre, full of juie^ did shoot 
In golden bougtis, an^ golden fruit;. 
And he, the dragon never sleepfug. 
Guarded each fair Hesperian pippia. 
No hobby horse, with gorgeoiis top, 
"The dear^es't in Charles Mather's * shop. 
Or glittei"ing tinsel of* May- fair, 
Could with this rod'of Sid compare. . 

Dear Sid, theb, why wert thou so mad 
To break thy rod like, naughty lad ! 
You should "^ave tissV it in your distreiss. 
And then retifrri''d it to your mistress ; 
Or made it a'fJeVmarkettswitch, 
And not a rod for thy own breech. 
But since old Sid has broken this, 
His next may be a rod in pbs. 

* An emioent toyman in Fleet street. Switrr. 
t Lord Godolphin is satirized by Mr. Pope for a ttioog attsch- 
ment to tbe turf. See bis Moral Eaayi. H. , » 

atlas; 
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ATLAS; o«, THE MINISTER OF STAJK. 

TO THE L0KI> TJtlASVBEa. OXFORD. 

J710.' 

AtIjAS, we read in ancient sotig, 
Was so exceeding tall and stToag, ' 
He bore the skies upon his back. 
Just as the pedlar do^ his pack : ■ 
But, as a pedlar overpress'd 
Unloads upon a stall to rest, 
Or, when he can no longer stand, 
Desires a friend to lend a hand ; 
So Atlas, lest the ponderous spheres 
Should sink, and ^11 about his ears, 
Got Hercules to bear the pile. 
That he might sit and rest awhile. 

Yet Hercules was not so strong, 
Nor could have borne it half so long. 

Great statesmen are in this condition ; 
And Atlas is a politician, 
A premier minister of state; 
' Alcides one of second rate. 
Suppose then Atlas ne'er so wise ; 
Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lief 
Too long upon his single shoulders, 
Sink down he musl^ or find upholders 
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■-.■■... ■■ ■. ^ nt./(f- ■ .-■'■:, 
,A TOWN EGLOGUe , 1710. 

\ (PIRBT, PRINTED IN THE Tj1,T1.EK.) 

• : v,iii3ene, the Rojfai Exchange. 

. • ' ■ ' ' ' coarudN. ' ' 

W OW the Veen rigour of the W-inte^'s o'er,. 
No hail^escends, and frost o<in pinch no VK^t, 
While Other girls confess thegpnial spring, 
And laugh aloud, or amorous ^itt>es sing. 
Secure frbm^cold their lovely necks display, 

" And throw ekcb useless chafing-dish away ; 
Why sits my PhlUis discontented here, 

" Nor feels the turn' of the revolving year? 
Why on that brow dwell sorrow and dismay. 
Where Loves were wbi^t t^ sport, and Smiles to 
■ play? ■/ 
Phillis. Ah, CprydaDL! survey the 'Change 
around, . , ' 
Through all the 'Change no wretchlikemeisfoundr 
Alas 1 the day, wllen I, poor heedless maid, 

' Was to your roonis in Lincoln's Inn betray'd 
Then how you swore, how many vows you made. 
Ye listening Zephyrs, that o'erheard his love. 
Waft the soft accents to the gods above. 
Alas ! the day j for (O, etefnal shame ! ) 
I sold you handkerchiefs, and lost my fame. 

Cob. When I Forget the favour you bestow'd, 
Ked herrings ahalt be spawn 'd in Tyburn Road,-: 

. Fleet street'transform'd become a flowery green. 
And mass be sung where operas are seen. 
The wealthy cit, and the St. James's beau, 
Shalt change their quarters, and their joys forego; 
Stockjobbing; 
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StocIcjob1>hig, this, to Jonathan's shall eome. 
At the Groom PoMt% thit play 6tf His phim. 

Phil. But what to we does alt that love avail, 1 
If^ while I dose at home o'er porter's ale, I 

£acb night with winC and w6bcbes you regale? J 
My livelong hours in anxious cares are past, 
And raging hunger lays my beauty waste. 
On templafs spruce in vain I glances (hroir. 
And'with shrill viSce invite theni as fKty go. 
Exposp'd in van my glossy ribbands shinc^ 
And unregarded wave upon the twine; 
Theweek flies round ; and when my profit's known,' 
I hardly clear enough to change a crown. 

CoA. Hard fate of virtue, thus to be distrest, 
Thou fairest of thy trade, and far the best ; 
As fruitmen's stalls the summer market grace 
And ruddy peaches them ; ai first m place 
. Plumcake is seen o'er smaller pastry ware, 
' And ice on that; so I^illis does appear 
In playhouse and in park, above the rest 
Of belles mechanic, elegantly drest. 

T?Htt. And y.et Crepundia, that conceited fair. 
Amid her toys, ^fleets a saucy air. 
And views me hourly with a scornful eye 

Cor. She might is well with bright Cleora vie. 

Phil. With this large petticoat I strive in v^ 
To bide my folly past, and coming pain ; 
Tis now no secret ; she, and fifty more. 
Observe the symptons I had once before : 
A secodd babe at \Vapping must be plac'd, 
^When I scarce bear the charges of the last. 

Cob. What I could raise I sent ; a pound of 
. -plums, •' 

' Five shiHi&gs, and a coral for hi« gums ; 

Fiv» 
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To-moiTOw I mtent] him something more. 

PhilI I sent a frock and pair of shoes before. 

Cor. However,youshaIlhDmewithmetonigIit, 
Forget your cares, and rerel in dehght. 
I have in store a pint or two of wine, 
Some cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 

And now on either side, and all around, 
The weighty shopboards fall, and bars resound ; 
Each ready semstrcss slips her pattins on, 
And ties her hood, preparing to be gone, 

LB. W.H. J.S. S.T. 



EPITAPH. 

INSCRIBED OK A MARBLE TABLET, IH BERKEtEY 
CHURCH, CLOttC ESTERS HIRE. 

H. S B. 

Cabolus Comes je BEBKBLBT^Viceconlpj Dukslbt, 
Barb BBBKeLEr, de Berkeley Cast., Mowbbay, Sbqbavb, 

Et Bbuck, e noWlissimo Ordine Balnci Eques, 
Vir ad genus quod speclat et proavos usquequatjue nobilis, 
Et lonijo si quU alius proceruin steiumate editus ; ' 
Miiiuis etam tam tUustri siirpi dignis Iiisign'rus. 
Siquidem a Guligluo IIT ad ordines tted^ati Sdgii 

Ablnjatus et Pleiiipotentierus Exltaordiuai ius 
Kebus, noil iSritanniv tanium,' .^^ed latius feie Europac 
{I'uQc tenjporis prssertim afduis) per annos V. incubuit, 
Quani feliei diligftnij, fide qu^im intemerstn, 
£k illo dUcas, Lector, ([ao^, uiperstile paire, 
In magnatutn ordinena adscjsu nicrueiit. 
Fuit ^ sanctloribus coiisilii* et Regi Guliel. et Ahkjc ReglnsE, 

E proregibua Hibernia; sccundua, 
Comitaium cisitaiumqtitGlocest. ct Brist. Dominus Locumteneni, 
Suirix et Gloceit. Cnstoa Roi„ UrbU GlocesC, magnus 
SenetcalluB, Ards laDcii de Briaveli Casietlanus, 
TOL. XVI. a Goardianus 
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Oturdiamu Forctbe de Deao. 

Dcnique ad Turcaruna primum, deinde ad Roman. Imperaloren 

Cum Legatua EstraordiDariusdesignatiucsset, 

Quo mmus has etiam omaret prorincias 

Obstidt advcria corporis raletndo, 

Sed retlat adbuc, pr» quo aordncunt cfftcn, 

Honog YCTua, utabilis, et ve} morti cedcie neiciai, 

Giabd veritatem erancdicaiD sen& amplexusi 

£rga Deuoi pius, erg;a pauperei mnDificut, 

Advent omnei mjuiu et beneTolqi, 

la Chiisto jam pladdi obdorpiit 

Com eodem oUm regoatunis un^ 

NatusVIir April, udcxi-k. denatus 

xxiv* Septem. hdscx. Ktat. su» lxii. 



LINBG WBITTBN EXTEMPOBB OH MK. HABLET'S 
BBINO SXABBBD, AND ADDBBBSSD TO HIS 7HT- 
SICIAN. 1710-11. 

On Britain Europe's safety lies; 

Britain is left if Harley dies : 
Harley depends upon your skill : 
Think what you save, or what you kilL* 



AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 

BXIMS THB IMTBNDID SF^BCR OF 

- A tMtiOVS OBATOB AQAINST PEACB.f 171). I 

An Orator dwnal of Nottinghamshire, 
Who has forty^years let out his conscience to hire, I 

Out ; 

* " I told lord treanirec of four likiu I writ exteoipore, vilh 
mf peDcil, on a tut of paper in bis bouse, wbilc bo laj wounded. 
Some of tbc servants, I suppose, made waite paper of tbem ;- and 
ke aevcr beard of tbem." Journal to Stella, Feb. IQ, I7II-I3, H. 

t " Lord Nottingham, a famous tnj and ipeechnuker, ugo« 
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Out of zeal for his countiy, nrd want of a place, 
Iscomeup, CTfi/armM, to break the queen's peace. 
He has vamp'd an old speech, and the court, to 

their sorrow. 
Shall hear him harangue against Prior to-morrow. 
When once he begins, he never will flinch, 
Butrepeats the same note a whole day like a Finch. 
I have hearAall the speech repeated by Hoppy, 
And, "Mistakes, to prevent, I'veobtainedacopy." 

THE SPEECH. 

Whereas, notwithstanding I am in great paiti. 
To bear we are making a peace without Spain ; 
But, most noble senators, 'tis a great shame, 
There should be a peace, while I'm Not-in-game. 
The duke show'd me all his fine house ; and 

the duchess 
Frwn her closet brought out a full purse in her 

clutches ; 
I talk'd of a peace, and they both gave a start, 
His grace swore by G — d, and her grace let a f— -t : 
My long old-fashion'd pocket was presently 

cramm'd ; 
And sooner than vote for a peace I'll be damn'd- 

OTW to the whig side. They toast hitn daily, and lord Wharton 
urt' It ia Dismal (»> they call him from his looki) will uve 
£tig1aDd at la«t.'' Lord treasurer was hioting ai if he wished a 
bdlad was luade on him, and I will get up one against to-morrow." 
Journal to Stella, Dec. 5, 1711.— " I was this morning oiakiog 
Ihe ballad, two degrees above Grub-street. Then dined with eur 
Kiciety. The printer came before we parted, and brought the 
ballad, which made them laugh very heartily a dozen times." 
Ibid. Dec. 6. N. 

H 1 But 
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But some will cry Turncoat, and rip up old 
stories, 
How I always pretended to be for the tories: 
I answer ; the tories were in my good graces, 
Till all my relations were put into places. 
But still I'm in principle ever the same, 
And willquit my best friends, whileI'mJVi«-in-^aiOT. 

When I and some others subscribed our names 
To a plot for expelling my master king James, 
I withdrew my subscription by help of a blot, 
And so might discover or gain by the plot: 
I had my advantage and stood at defiance, 
For Daniel was got from the den of the lions: 
I came in v/ithout danger, and was 1 to blame? 
For, rather than hang, I would be Not-in-game. 

I swore to the queen, that the prince of Hanover 
During her sacred life would never come over: 
I made use of a trope ; that " an heir to invite, 
Was like keeping her monument always ,in 

- sight " 
But, when I thought proper I alter'd my note; 
And in her own hearing I boldly did vote. 
That her majesty stood in great need of a tutor, 
And must have an old or a young coadjutor : 
For why ; I would fain have put all in a flame, 
Because, for some reasons I was Not-m-ga7»e. 

Nowmynewbenefactorshavebroughtmeabout, 
And ril vote against peace, with Spain or without; 
Though thecourt gives Hiy nephews, and brothers, 

and cousins, 
And all my whole family places by dozens ; 
Yet, since I kijow wliere a fuli purse may be found, 
And hardly pay eighteen pence tax in the pound: 

Since 
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Since the tories have thus disappointed my hopes, 
And will neither regard my figures nor tropes; 
I'll speech againstpeace while Dismal's my name, 
And be a true whig, while I'm Not-in-game.* 



THE WINDSOR PROPHECV-t 

"About three months ago, at Windsor, a poor 
knight's widow was buried in the cloisters. In 
digging the grave, the sexton struck agaiust a 
small leaden coffer, about half a foot in length, 
and four inches wide. The poor man, expecting 
hehaddiscovereda treasure, opened it with some 
difficulty; but found only a small parchment, 

* " There was printed a Grubstreet speech of lard Nottioghsm ; 
aod he was such an owl lo cocnplaio of it in the houie of lords, 
vho have taken up the printer for it. I heard at court, that 
Walpole (a great whig ntember) said, that I and my whimsical 
dob writ it at one of our meetings, and that I should pay for it. 
He will find he lies ; and I shall let him know by a third hand 
mythooghts of him." Journal to Stell.i, Dec. 18, l?!!. N. 

t " I have .written a Prophecy, which 1 de»gn to prittt. I did 
it to-day, and some other verses." Journal to Stella, Deo. 23, '■* 
1711.—" My ProiAecy is printed, and will be publfehed after 
Cbristmas-day. I like it, mightily') I don't know how it will 
pass.' Ibid. Dec. 24.—" I called at noon at Mrs Masham's, 
' who derired me not to let the PropVcy be published, for fear of 
lagering the queen about the duchess of Somerset ; so T writ to 
the printer to stop than." Ibid. -Dec. 26. — " I chtarlained our 
Kdctyat tlicTliatched House tavern. The printer had not re- ■ 
eei»ed my letter, and bo brought us a dozen copies of the Pro- 
phecy ; but I ordered him lo part with no more. It is an admi. 
rable good oue, and people arc mad for it," Ibid. Dec. 2?. N- 
H 3 rolled 
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rolledupvery fast, put intoaleathercase; which 
case was tied at the top, and sealed with a St. 
George, theimpression on black wax, veryrudc 
and gothic. The parchment was carried to a 
gentleman of learning, who found in it the fol- 
lowing lines, written in a black old English letter 
and in the orthography of the age, which seems 
to be about two hundred years ago. I made a 
shift to obtain a copy of it ; but the transcriber, 
I find, hath in many parts altered the spelhng to 
themodem way. The original, as I am informed, 

is^now in the hands of the ingenious Dr. W , 

F.R.S. where, I suppose, th* curious will not be 
refused the satisfaction of seeing it. 

" The lines seem to be a sort of prophecy, 
and written in verse, as old prophecies usually are, 
but in a very hobbling kind of measure. Hieir 
meaningiaverydark, if itbeanyatall; of which 
theleamed readercan judge better than I: how- 
ever it be, several persons were of opinion, that 
they deserved to be published, both as they dis- 
cover somewhat of the genius of a former ag^ 
and may be an amusement to the present.-' 

W^HEN a My black Swede, the son of Bob* 
'With a fotn/f ^t his chin and a seal'\ at his fob, 
Shjdl.not sec oneX New-year's-day in that'year 
Then let old Englond make good cheer : - 

fVindsor 

'* Dr. Jobn Hobinson, Bishop of Br'ulol, one of the plenipolcR- 
tiaries at Utrecht. N. 

t He was dean of Windsor, and lord priv^ Ka]. N. 

X The New Style (which was not used in Great Britain and 
Ireland till 17*2) waa then observed in most parti of Eun^ 

The 
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Windsor • and Bristrm * then shall be 
Joined together in the Low-countree.* 
Then shall the tall black Doteutry Bird^ 
Speak against peace right many a word ; 
And some shall admire his conying wit, 
For many good groats his tongue shall slit. 
But, spight of the Harpy \ that crawls on all four, 
There shall be peace, pardie, and war no more. 
But Englond must cry alack and well-a-day, 
If the stick be taken from the dead sea. 
And, dear Englond, if ought I understond, 
Beware of Carrots § from Northumbertond. 
Carrots sown Tkyrine || a deep root may get, 
If so he they are in Somer set : 
Their ^ Conyngs mark thou ; for I have been told, 
They astassine when young, and poison when old. 
Root out these Carrots, O thou,** whose name 
Is backwards znA forwards always the same; 
And keep close to thee always that name, 
Which backwards and Jbrzvards "ft is almost the same. 
And, Englond, frouldst thou be happy still, 
, Buiy those Carrots under a HilLXt- 

He tmfaop Bct out from England the latter end of December 
O.S; and on hit arrival at Utrecht, by the variation of the Style,' 
be foond January somewhat advanced. N. 

* Alluding to the deanery and bishopric being pouCned by 
dw laroe pcrsoc, then at Utrecht. N. 

t Earl of Notfmghnm. N. : Duke of Malborough. N. 

i Ihe ducheu of SotnerEet. N. 

II Thomas Thynnc of Longleatc, esq. a gentleman of very great 
estate, mamed the above lady after the death of her first husband, 
Henry Cavendish earl of Ogle, only eon to Henry duke of Ncw- 
^de, to whom she had been betrodied in her infancy. N. 

1 Ctlnnt Koningsmafk. N. 

••ANNA. N. ttMASHAM. N. 

*i lady Maibam'a uuuden name wa> Hill. N. 

' ' H 4 EFISBAH 
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EPIGRAM. 1712. 

As Thomas was cudgell'd one day by his wffe. 
He took to tlie street, and fled for His life : 
Tom's threedearestfriendscameby in the squabble, 
And sav'd him at once from the shrew and the 

rabble ; 
Then ventur'd to give him some sober advice-r' 
But Tom is a person of honour so rice. 
Too wise to take counsel, tooprond to take warning, 
That he sent to all three a challenge next morning; 
Three duels he fought, thrice ventur'd his life; 
Went home and was cudgell'd again by his wifti 



CORINNA,* A BALLAD. 1711-1«. 

This day (the year I dare not tell) 

Apollo play'dthe midwife's part; 
Into the world Corhina fell, 

And he endow'd her with his art. 
But Cupid with a Satyr conies; 

Both softly to the cradle creep ; 
Both stroke her hands, and rub her gums, 

While the poor child lay fast asleep. 

* In this Baliad Mrs. Mantey is cbaracterizcd.— "I was in the 
city to-day, and dined with my prinieryaad gave hiro a ballad 
made by several bands, I know not whom. I believe lord trea- 
surer had a finger in it. I added thrte iti^ntat. 1 suppose Dr. 
Arbuihnot bad the greatest share." Jouroal to Slelli, Jan. 3, 
1711-12. N. 

Then 
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Then Cupid tims : "This little maid 
Of love shall always speak and write," 

"And I prouounce," the Satyr said, 
" The world shall fell her scratch, and bite* 

. Her talent she display'd betimes; 

For in twice twelve revolvins; moons, 

She seem'd to laugh and squall in rhymes, 

And all her gestures were lampoon*. 

At six years old the subtle jade 
Stole to the pantry door, and found 

The butler with my lady's maid: 
And you may swear the tale went round, 

She made a song, how little ipiss 
Was kiss'd and slobber'd by a lad; 

And hov when master went to p — , 
Miss came, and peep'd at all he had. 

At twelve a wit and a coquette; 

Marries for love, half whore, half wife j 
Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in debt ; 

Turns authoress, and Js Curll's for life. 

Her common-place book all gallant is, 

Of scandal now a cornucopia ; 
She pours it out in Atalantis, 

Or inemoirs of the New Utopia. 
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THE FABLE OF MIDAS.* I711-li. 

Midas, we are in story told, 
Turn'd every thing he touch'd to gold : 
He chipp'd his bread; the pieces round 
GHtter'd like spangles on the ground : 
A codling, ere it went his lip in, 
Would straight Jjecome a gcrtden pippin: 
He caii'd for drink ; yoft »aw hrm sup: 
Potable gold in golden cup : 
His eiHpty paunch that he might fill, 
He suck'd his victuals through a quill. 
Untouch 'd it pass'd between his grinders, 
Or't had been happy for gold finders: 
He cock'd his hat, you would have said 
Mambrino's helm adorn'd his head ; 
Whene'er he chatic'd his hands to Uy 

• On magaifine's of corn 6r hay, 
Gold ready coio'd ippear'd, instead 
Of paltfy provender afld btead ; 
Hence by wise farmers we are told, 
Old hay is equal to old gold : 

And hence a critic deep maintains, 

We learn 'd to weigh our gold by grains. , 

This fool had got a lucky hit ; 
And people fancy'd he had wit. 

* " To day I published 'The Fable of Midas,' a poem priited 
on I loose half sheet of paper. Iluiow act how it will take; but it 
paised wonderfidly at our society to-night ^ and Mr. secretary 
read it before me the other night, to lord treaiarer,at lord Masb- 
jim'i where they equally approved of it. Tedl me how it pauei 
with you." Journal to Stella, Feb. 14, I7tl-12. N. 

Two 
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T#o gods their skill in music try'd, 
And both chose Midas to decide : 
He agiinst Phcfibus' harp decreed, 
And gave it for-Pan's oaten reed: 
The god of wit, to show his grudge, 
Clapt asses' ears upon the judge ; 
A goodly pair, erect and wide, 
Which he could neither gild norhide. 
And noAv the virtue of his hands 
Was lost among Pactoliis' sands. 
Against whose torrent while he swims, 
The golden scurf peels off his Irfnbs: 
Fame spreads the news afid people travel 
From far to gather goldeo gravel ; 
Midas, expos'd to all their jeers. 
Had lost his art, and kept his ears. 

This tale inclines the gentle readet 
To think npoft a c^fcrtaln leader; 
To whom from Midas down, descends 
That virtue id the fingers' ehcls. 
What else by perquisites are meant, 
By pensions, bribes, and three percent^ 
By places and commissions sold, 
And turning dung itself to gold? 
By starving in the midst of store, 
As t'other Midas did before? 

Kone e'er did modern Midas choosy 
Subject or patron of his Muse, 
But found him thus their merit scan, 
That Phoebus must give place to Pan: 
He values not the poet's praise, 
Nor wHi exchange his plums for bays. 
To Pan alone rich misers call; 
And there's the jest, for P^n is all. 
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Here English wits will be to seek, 
Howe'cr, 'tis all one in the Greek. 

Besides, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too has asses' ears : 
Where every fool his mouth applies, 
And whispers in a thousand lies ; 
Such gross delusions could not pass 
Through any ears but of an ass. 

But gold defiles with frequent touch. 
There's nothing fouls the hand so much: 
And scholars give it for the cause 
Of British Midas' dirty paws ; 
Which, while the senate strove to scour, 
They wash'd away the chemic power. 

While he his utmost strength apply'd, 
To swim against this popular tide. 
The golden spoils flew olf apace. 
Here fell a pension, there a place : 
The torrent merciless imbibes 
Commissions, perquisites, and bribes; 
By their own weight sunk to the bottom ; 
Much good may do them that have caught 'cm } 
And Midas now neglected stands. 
With asses' ears, and dirty bands. 
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TOLAND'S INVITATION TO DISMAL,* 

T0 J>IN£ IVITH THE CALF's HEAD CLUB.')' 

Imitated from Horace, Lib. T. Epttt. 5. 

If, dearest Dismal, you for once can dine 
Upon a siDgle dish, and tavern wine, 
Toland to you this invitation sends, 
To eat the calf 's-head with your trusty friends. 
Suspend awhile your vain ambitious hopes. 
Leave hunting after bribes, forget your tropes. 
To-morrow we our mystic feast prepare, 
Where thou, our latest proselyte, shalt share : 
When we, by proper signs and symbols, tell. 
How by brave hands, the royal traitor fell; 

Si potc!) Arcbdcis conviva recumbcre leclis. 
Nee modica cicnare limes olus omne patella. 
Supremo te lole domi, Torquate, manebo. 

Mitte Icvcs ipei, et certamhia divittariim, 
Et Moschi causatn. Cras nato Cssare festnt 
Dat veniam aomnamque dies: impune licebit 
.£stivam lermooc benigno teadere noctem. 

Quid oon ebrietas designat? operta recludit; 

* " Have yon seen Tolaod's Invitation to Dismal ? How d* 
foa like it f Sut it ia an imitation of Horace j and perbaps you 
do not understand Horace." Journal to Stella, July 1, 1712.— 
" Have you Been Tolands Invitation to Dirtnal," or, " A Hue 
and Cry after Dismal," or, " A Ballad on DuoWirk," or, " An 
Agreement that Dunkirk b not in our Hands i" Ibid. July 1?, 
1712. N. 

fTMs poem, and that which follows It, arc two of the penny 
papers mentioned in Swift's Journal to Stella, Aug. 7, 1712. 
They arc priaicd from folio cowm in ibc Lambeth Ubrary. N. 

The 
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The meat shall represent the tyrant's head, 
The wine hU blood our predecessors shed; 
While an alluding hymn some artist sings, 
We toast, "Confusion to the race of kings!" 
At monarchy we nobly show our spite. 
And talk, what fools call treason, all the night. 
Who, by disgraces or ill fortune sunk. 
Feels not his soul enliven'd when he's dmnk? 
Wine can clear up Godolphin's cloudy face, 
And fill Jack Smith with hopes to keep his place: 
By force of wine, ev'n Scarborowgh is brave, 
Hal grows more pert, and Somcrs not so grave: 
Wine can give Portland wit, and Cleaveland sense, 
Montague learning, Bolton eloquence: 
Cholmondeley, when drunk, can never lose his 

wand; 
And Lincoln then imagines he has land. 

My province is, to see that all be right, 
Glasses and linen clean, and pewter bright; 
From our mysterious club to keep out spies, 
And tories (dress'd like waiters) in disguise. 
You shall be coupled as you best approve, 
Seated at table next the men you love. 
Sunderland, Orford, Boyle, and Richmond'sgrace, 
Willcome; and Hampden shallhaveWalpole'splace; 
Wharton, unless prevented by a whore. 
Will hardly fail ; and there is room for more. 

Spea jiibet esse ratai; in prselia trudit inermem ; 
Solicids animis onos eximit; addocet artei. 
■ Foecnndi caliccg quern non fccerc dUcrtum ? 
Contract! queen dod in paupertate soIutatnT 
Hec ego procurare et idoneui imperor, et Don 
Invitui i ac turpe toral, ne sordida mappa 
ComigpC Dares; ne noa et canlharus, et lanx, 
Oitendattibi tej nc fidos iutci amicot 
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But I love elbowroom whene'er I driokj 
And honest Harry ♦ is too apt to stiolc 

Let np pretence of l^usioeas make yo^ stay; 
Vet take one vord of counsel by the vay. 
If Guernsey calls, spnd word you're gone abroad; 
He'll teaze you with king Charles, and bishop 

Laud, 
Or make you fast, and carry you to prayers : 
But, if he wilt break in, and walk up stairs, 
Steal by the backdoor out, and leave him there ; 
Then order Squash to call a hackney chair. 



PEACE AND DUNKIRK. 

BEING AH BXCBLLBNT NSW SONO DPON THE 

SDRltBNDBB OP DDMKIBK TO 

OENBBAL UILL. I7I2. 

TotbeToDfrof, "The K.iDg shall cnjofbiiowaBgain.'* 



Spite of Dutch friends and English foei. 
Poor Britain shall have peace at last: 

Holland got towns, and we got blows ; 
But Dunkirk's oui-s, we'll hold it fast. 

Sitj qui dicta foraa eliminet : ut cocat par, 
Jiiiig»turc]uc pari. Brutum tibi, SepUmiumque, 
Et, uisi ccena prior potiorque puella SaluDura 
Detioetj asiumam } locu; ^t et pluribiu umbiii: 
8ed aivaia arcta premuat olidse couvivia caprx. 
To, quotas esse vclis, reacribe ; ct rebus oniiuis. 
Atria KTraatem posttco falle clientem. 

* Right H<». Hemy Bojle, meatioaed twice befon. If. 

We 
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We liave got it iii a string. 
And the wigs may all go swing, 
For among good irieoda I love to be plain ; 
All their falae deluded hopes 
Will, or ought to end in ropes; 
"But the Queen shall enjoy her own again.* 
II. 
Sunderland's run out of his wits. 

And Dismal double Dismal looks; 
Wharton can only swear by fits. 
And strutting Hall is off the hooks; 

Old Godolphin full of spleen, • 

Made false moves and lost his queen ; 
Harry look'd fierce, and shook.his ragged nianej 
But a prince of high renown 
Swore he'd rather lose a crown, 
" Tlian the Queen should enjoy her own again." 

III. 
Our merchant ships may cut the Line, 

And not be snapt by privateers, 
And commoners who love good wine 
Will drink it now as well as peers: 
Landed men shall have their rent. 
Yet our stocks rise cent, per cent. 
TheDutchfromhence shall no more millions drain: 
We'll bring on us no more debts, 
Nor with bankrupts fill gazettes; 
" And the Queen shall enjoy her own again." 

IV. 

The towns we took ne'er did us good : — 
What signified the French to beat? 

We spent our money and our blood, 
To make the Dutchmen proud anjl great : 

But 
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But the lord of Oxford swears, 

Dunkirk never shall be theirs. 
The Dutch-hearted whigs may rail and complain; 

But true Englishmen may fill 

A good health to general Hill : 
" For the Queen now enjoys her own again." 



HORACE, BOpK I. EP. VII. 

ADDRESSED TO THE EARL OF OXPOBD. 1 

XIARLEY, the nation's great support, 
Returning home one day from court, 
(His mind with public cares possest, 
Ail Europe's business in his breast) 
Observ'd a parson near Whitehall 
Cheapening old authors on a stall. 
The priest was pretty well in case,' 
And show'd some humour in his face ; 
Look'd with an easy, careless mien, 
A perfect, stranger to the spleen; 
Of size that mlglit a pulpit fill. 
But more inclining to sit still. 
My lord .(who, if a man may say't, 
Loves mischief better than his meat) 
Was now (lispos'd tp crack a jest, 
And bid frien'd Lewis * go in quest 
(This Lewis is a cunning shaver, 
And very much in Harley's favour) 

• Erasmus Lewiij esq, the u^surer'a secretary. N. 
VOL. XVI. I 
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In quest who might this parSOn be. 
What was his name, of what degree ; 
If possible, to learn his story, 
And whether he were wig or tory. 

Lewis his patron's humour knows, 
Awiy upon his errand goes, . 
And quickly did the matter sift ; 
Found out that it was doctor Swift ; 
A clergyman of special note 
For shunning those of his own coat; 
Which made his brethren of thegotrti 
Take care betimes to run hini down; 
Ko libertine, norovernicc, 
Addicted to no sort of vice, 
Went were he pleas'd, said what he thought; 
Not rich, but ow'd flo man a groat : 
In state opinions ^ /a nmd«. 
He hated Wharton like a toad, 
Had given the faction many a wound, 
And libell'd all the junto round : 
Kept company with men of wit. 
Who often father'd what he writ : 
His works were hawk'd.in every street, 
But seldom rose above a sheet : 
Of late indeed the paper stamp 
Did very much his genius cramp; 
And since he could not spend his fire, 
He now intended to retire. 

Said Harley, "I desircito know" 
From his own mouth if this be so ; 
Step to the doctor straight, and say, 
I'd have him dine with me to-day." 
Swift seem'd to wonder what he njeant, 
Nor would believe my lord had sent; 
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So never offer'd once to stir ; 
But coldly s?id " Yoiirservaijt, sir!" 
" Does he refuse me ?" Harley cried : 
" He does, with insolence and pride." 

Some few days after, Harley spjes 
The doctor fasteij'd by the eyes 
At Charing-crosa among the rout, 
Where painted monsters are hung put : 
He pull'd the string, and stopthjs coacjf, 
Beckoning the doctor to approach. 

Swift, who could neither fly nor hid^ 
Came sneaking to the chariot sidje, 
And offer'd many a lamiC excuse; 
He never meant the le^ abuse — 
" My lord-^the honour you design'd— 
Extremely proud — but I had diu'd — 
Tip sure I nevpr B^wuld neglect — 
No man alive h?s more respect — " 
" Well I shall thii^k of that no more, 
If you'll be sure tp come at four." 

The doctor now obeys the summops. 
Likes both his company and conimons; 
Displays histaleut^, sits till ten; . 
Next day invited comes again ; 
Soon grows domestic, seldom fails 
Either at morning or ap meals : 
Came e;arly, and departed |ate ; 
In short, th.e gudgeon took the b^it. 
My lord would carry on the jest, 
And down to Windsor takes his guesf:. 
Swift much admirfts the place and air. 
And longs to be g, (janon ther-e; 
In summer round the park to ride, 
In winter — n^ver to reside. , . 

I 2 A canon' 
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A canon ! that's a place too mean : 
No, doctor, you shaTl be a dean; 
Two dozen canons round your stall, 
And yoa the tyrant o'er them all : 
You need but cross the Irish seas, 
To live in plenty, power, and ease. 
Poor Swift departs ; and what Is worse. 
With borrow'd money in his purse, 
Travels at least a hundred leagues, 
And suffers numberless fatigues. 

Suppose him now a dean complete, 
Demurely lolling in his seat; 
The silver verge, with decent pride, 
Stuck underneath his cushion side; 
Suppose him gone through all vexations, 
Patents, instalments, abjurations, 
First fruits and tenths, and chapter-treats; 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and cheats — 
The wicked laity's contriving 
To hinder clergymen from thriving. 
Now all the doctor's money spient, 
His tenants wrong him in his rent ; 
The farmers, spitefully combin'd. 
Force him to take his tithes in kind : 
And Parvisol * discounts arrears 
By bills for taxes and repairs. 

Poor Swift, with all his losses ve.-s'd, 
Not knowing where to turn him next, 
Above a thousand pounds in debt, 
Takes horse, and in a mighty fret 
Rides day and night at such a rate. 
He soon arrives at Harley's gate ; 



* The Dean's agent, a FrenchnuD. H. 

^ But 



.<i:jv Google 



H0RAC1,'B00C I. £P. VII. H 

But was so dirty, pale, and thin, 

Old Read ♦ would hardly leit him in- 
Said Harley, "Welcome, reverend Dean! 

What makes your worship look so lean ?. 

Why, sure you won't appear in town 

In that old wig and rusty gown ? 

I doubt your heart is set on pelf 

So much, that you neglect yourself. 

What ! I suppose now stocks are high, 

You've some good purchase in your eye? 

Or Is your money out at use?"— 
"Truce, good my lord, I heg a truce," 

(The Doctor in a passion cried) 

" Your raillery is misapplied ; 

Experience I have dearly bought; 

You know I am not worth a groat : 

But you resolv'd to have your jest, 

And 'twas a folly to contest ; 

Then, since you now have done your worst, 

Pray leave me where you found me first." 

* The lord tieanirer'i porter. H. 
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THE AtrrHOft XTPON HIMSfiLF. m). 

{A fmr 6t t&c diit lines an wamiKf .] 



• » • • By an old pursu'd, 

A crazy prelate,* and a royal priidft;t 
By dull divines, who look with envious eyes 
On every genius that attempts to rise; 
And pausing o'er a pipe, with doubtfill nod, 
Give hints, that poets ne'el* believe in God. 
So clowns on scholars as on wizards look. 
And take a folio for a conjuring book. 

Swift had the sin of wit, no venial criltte ; 
Nay, 'tis affirin'd, he sometimes dealt in thyme; 
Humour and mirth had place in all he writ ; 
He reconcil'd divinity and wit : 
He mov'd and bow'd, and talk'd with too m>icli 

grace ; 
Nor show'd the parson in his gait or face ; 
Despis'd luxurious wines and costly meat; 
Yet still was at the tables of the great ; 
Frequented lords ; saw those that saw the queen; 
At Child's orTruby's never once had been ; 

* Dr. John Sharpe, who, for some uabccomiag reflections in 
his sermons, had been Buspended, May 14, l6s6, was raited from 
the deanery of Canterbury to the arcbbiibopric of York, July 5, 
1^1 i and died Feb. 2, J 7 12-13. According to Dr. Swift's ac- 
count, the archbifliop had represented him to the queen as a person 
that was not a Christian ; a great lady had supported the aspersion; 
■nd the queen upon luch assurances had given away a biffaopric 
contrary to her majesty's first intentions [which were in favoor 
of Swift.] ORRERr. 

t Queen Anne. H. 

Where 
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Where toirii and couatry vicars flock in tribes, 
Sewfd by uumberi from the laymen's gibes; 
And dpal ip vices of the graver sort, 
Tobacco, censtire, coffee pride, apd port. 

£ut, after aage monitipD$ from his friends, 
His talents to employ for npbler ends ; 
Tq better judgments willing to submit, 
He turns to politics bis dangerous wit. 

And now, the public interest to support, 
By Hariey Swift invittd comes to coprt; 
In favour grows with, ministers of state; 
Admitted priv^e, vbeo superiors wait: 
And Harley, not asham'd his choice to own. 
Takes him to Windsor in his coach alone. 
At Windsor Swift no sooner can appear. 
But St. John come3 and whispers in his. ear : 
"nie waiters staqd in ranks; the yeomen cry, 
Mah rwm, as if a duke were passing by. 

Now Finch* alarms the Lords: he hears for 
certain 
This dangerous priest it got behind the curtain. 
FiBch, fam'd for tedious elocution, proves 
Tii4t Swift oils many a spring whid» Harley moves. 
Walpole and Aislaby.f to clear the doubt, 
Inforim ^e ConHHOOS, that the secret's out : 
" A certain Doctor is observ'd of late 
To haunt a certain minister of state : 
From whence with half an eye we may discover 
The peace is made, and Perkin must come over." 

York is from lambeth sept, to show the queen 
A dangerous treatise:]: writ against the spleen; 

• Danifil Finch, carl of Nottingliam. N. 
t John Aislaby, then M. P. for RippoD. They both spoke 
against him in the House of Commons. H. 
X Tale of a Tub. H. 

1 4 Which, 
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Which, by the style, the matter, and the drift, 
'Tis thought could be the work of none but Swift. 
■ Poor York ! the harmless tool of others hate ; 
He sues for pardon,* and repents too late. 

Now, angry Somerset f her vengeance vows 
On Swift's reproaches for her *••**•* spouse; 
From her red locks her mouth with venom fills. 
And thence into the royal ear instils. 
The queen incens'd, his services foi^ot. 
Leaves him a victim to the vengeful Scot.iJ: 
Now through the realm a proclamation spread, 
To fix a price on his devoted head,^ 
While innocent, he scorns ignoble fiight; 
His watchful friends preserve him by a sleight. 

By Harley's favour once again he shines; 
Is now caress'd by candidate divines. 
Who change opinions with the changing scene: 
Lord ! how were they mistaken in the Dean! 
Now Delawar \\ again familiar grows ; 
And in Swift's earthrusts half his powder'd nose. 
The Scottish nation, whom he durst offend. 
Again apply that Swift would be their friend.^ 
By faction tir'd, with grief he waits a while, 
His great contending friends to reconcile, 
Performs what friendship, justice, truth require; 
What could he more, but decently retire? 

« He sent a inestage, to ask Swift's pardon. H, 
t See tbeWinJBor Prophecy, p. 101. N. 
t The duke of Argyll. H. 

S For writing "The Public Spirit of the Whig*." H. 
II Then lord treasurer of the household, who cautiously avoided 
Swift while the proclamation was impending. H. 

q He was risited by the Scotch lords more than ever. H. 
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THE FAGGOT. 

WBITTEN WHEN THE MINISTET WBBB AT VA- 
BIANCE, 1713. 

Observe the dylog father speak: 

Try, lads, can you this bundle break? 

Then bids the youngest of the six 

Take up a well-bound heap of sticks. 

They thought it was an old man's maggot ; 

And strove by turns to break the faggot : 

In vain ; the complicated wands 

Were much too strong for all their hands. 

See, said the sire; how soon 'tis done : 

Then took and broke them one by one. 

So stroiig you'll be, in friendship tied; 

So quickly broke, if you divide. 

Keep close then, boys, and never quarrel; 

Here endsthe fable, and the moral. 

This Tale may be apply'd in few words , 
To treasurers, comptrollers, stewards; 
And others, who in solemn sort, 
Appear with slender wands at court ; 
Not firmly join'd to keep their ground, 
But lashing one another round : 
While wise men think they ought to fight 
With quarterstaffs instead of white; 
Or constable with staff of peace, 
Should come and make the clattering cease; 
Which now disturbs the queen and court, 
And gives the whigs and rabble sport. 
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In history ve never found 
The consul's fasces were unbound : 
Those Romans were top wise to think on't, 
Except to lash some grand delinquent. 
How would they hlu«h to bear it s^id, 
The prater broke the conBul's head ! 
Or consul, in his purple gown, 
Came up, and knock'd tlie pnetor down I 

Come, courtiers : every man his stick! 
Lord treasurer, for once be quick: 
And that they may the closer cling, 
Take your blue ribbon fur a string- 
Come, trimmiug Harcourt,* bring your mace; 
And squeeze it in or quit your place : 
Dispatch, or el«e that rascal Northey f 
.Will undertake to do it for thee ; 
And be assur'd, the court will iind liim 
Prepar'd to leap o'er sticks, or hind them. 

To make the bundle strong and sale, 
Great Orinoad, lend thy geaeral's staff: 
And, if the crosier could be cramm'd in, 
A fig for jLechwere, King, and Hambden ! 
You'll then defy the strongest whig 
With both his hands to bend a twig ; 
Though with united streogth they all puU, 
From Somers, dow« to Craggs and Walpolc. 

* Lord cdiancdlor. H. 

t Sir Edtrerd Northey, ^Itortiej general. H. 
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CATULLUS DE LESBIA.* 

LjESBIA for ever on me rails. 
To talk of me she never fails. 
Now, hang me but for all h«r art, 
I find, that I have gain'd her heart 
My proof is this : I plainly see, 
The case is just the same with me ; 
I curse her every hour sincerely. 
Yet, hang me but I love her dearly. 



ON A CURATE'S COMPLAINT OF HARD 
DUTY. . 

1 MARCH'D three miles through scorching sand, 

With zeal in heart, and notes in hand : 

I rode four more to Great St. Mary, 

Using four legs, when two were weary : 

To three fair virgins I did tie men. 

In the close 'bands of pleasing Hymen : 

I dipp'd two babes in holy water, 

And purify'd their mother after. 

Within an hour and eke a half, 

I preach'd three congregations deaf; 

* Lesbia ml dicit uti^Msr malej nee tacet unqnam 
De me. Lesbia me, dupeream, nisi tmat. 
Quo signo i quia lant totidem mea : dcprccor ilkm 
Asridn^ i vemm, digpcream, niii amo. 

Where 
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Where thundering out, with lungs longwinded, 

I chopp'd so fast, that few there minded. 

My emblem, the laborious sun, 

Saw alt these mighty labours done 

Before one race of his was run. 

All this perform 'd by Robert Hewit: 

What mortal else could e'er go through it ! 



EPIGRAM. 

FROM THE FRENCH.* 



Who can believe with common sense, 
A bacon sliee gives God offence; 
Or, how a herring has a charm 
Almighty vengeance to disarm? 
Wrapp'd up in Majesty divine. 
Does he regard on what we dine? 

* A FrcDcb gentlemaB dining with some company on a fiit- 
dajr, called for somB bacon and cgga. The refl were very angry, 
and reproved him for so heinous a sin : whereupon lie wrote the 
folIowiDg lines extempore ; which arc translated above : 
Feut on croire avec bon tent 

Qtt'un lardon le mit en colore. 
On, que manger un harcng, 

C'est un secret pour lui plaire? 
En sa gloire envelope, 
Songe-t'il bicn de nos sonp^ ? H. 
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TO LORD HARLEY, ON HIS MARRIAGE, 

Oct. 31, 1713. 

Among the numbers who employ 
Their tongues and peos to give you joy, 
Dear Harley ! generous youth, admit 
What friendship dictates more than wit. 
Forgive me, when I fondly thought 
(By frequent observations taught) 
,A spirit so inform'd as yours 
Could never prosper in amours. 
The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts, 
With all acquir'd and natural parts, 
Whose harp could savage beasts enchant, 
Was an unfortunate gallant. 
Had Bacchus after Daphne reelti, 
The nymph had soon been brought to yield : 
Or, had embroider'd Mars pursued, 
The nymph would ne'er have been a prude. 
Ten thousand footsteps, full in view, 
Mark out the way where Daphne flew: 
For such is all the sex's flight, 
They fly from learning, wit, and light: 
They fly, and none can overtake. 
But some gay coxcomb, or a rake. 

How then, dear Harley, could I guess 
That you should meet, in love, success? 
For, if those ancient tales be true, 
Phoebus was beautiful as you : 
Yet Daphne never slack'd her pace. 
For wit and learning spoil'd his face. 

And 

DiailizodbvGoOgle 



IS6 swift's fo^hs. 

And since the same resemblance held 
In gifts wherein you both excell'd, 
I fancy'd every nymph would run 
From you, as from liatona's son. 

Then where, said I, shall Harley find 
A virgin of superior mind, 
With wit and virtue to discover. 
And pay the merit of her lover? 

This character slutll Ca'endidi claim. 
Born to retrieve her sex'« fame. 
The chief among the glittering crowd, 
Of titles, birth, and fortune proud, 
(As fools are insolent and vain) 
Madly aspir'd to wear her chain : 
But Pallas, guardian of the maid. 
Descending to her charge's aid, 
Held out Medusa's snaky locks, 
Which stHpify'd them all to stocks. 
The nymph with indignation view'd 
The dull, the noisy, and the lewd : 
For Pallas, with celestial light, 
Had purify'd her mortal sight ; 
Show'd her the virtues all combin'd, 
Fresh blooming, in young Harley's mind. 
Terrestrial nymphs, by former arts, 
Display their various nets for hearts : 
Their looks are all by method set, 
When to be prude, and when coquette; 
Yet, wanting skill and power to choose, 
Their only pride is.to refuse. 
But, when a goddess would bestow 
Her love on some bright youth below, 
Round all the, earth she casta her eyes ; 
And then, descending from the skies, 

Makes 
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- Makes choice of him she fancies best, 
And bids the ravish'd yoath be bless 'd. 

Thus the bright Etnprete of the Morn 
Chose for her sjHJBse, a ifiottal born ; 
The goddess mad< advances first; 
Else what aspiv^rng hett> ddnst 3 
Though, iike a virgin of fifteen. 
She blushes wheti by mortals seen ; 
Still blushes, and with speed retires, 
When Sol pursues her with hrs fires. 

Diana tlWs, Heaven's chastest queen. 
Struck with Etidymion's graceful mien, 
Down from her silver chariot came, 
And to the shepherd own'd her flame. 

Thus Ca'endish, as Aurora bright, 
And chaster 'than the Queen of Night, 
Descended 'from her sphere to find 
A mortal of superior kind. 



CADENUS A:f^D VANESSA.* 

WRITTEN AT WINDSOE, 1713. 

1 HE shepherds and the nymphs were weea 
Pleading before the Cyprian queen. 
The counsel for the fair began. 
Accusing the false creature Man. 

' This is thought to be one of Dr. Swift's corrtcttsf pJecM. Its 
chief merit,' indeed, is the de^at ease witti <wlndi a story, but 
ill CQDceived in itself, i^ toH. Goldsmith. 

The 
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The brief with weighty crimes was charg'd, 

On which the pleader much enlarg'd ; 

That Cupid now has lost his art, 

Or blunts the point of every dart ;-— 

His altar now no longer smokes, 

His mother's aid no youth' invokes : ■■- 

This tempts freethinkers to refipti 

And bring in doubt their powers divine; 

Now love is dwindled to intrigue, 

And marriage grown a money league ;< . 

Which crimes aforesaid (with her leave); 

Were (as be humbly did conceive) , t 

Against our sovereign lady's peace, •; 

Against the statute in that, case, 

Against her dignity and crown : 

Then pray'd an answer, and sat do\?|i. 

The nymphs with scorn beheld th^ir foes; 
When the defendant's counsel rose. 
And, what no lawyer ever lack'd. 
With impudence own'd all the fact; 
But, what the gentlest heart would vex, 
Laid all the fault on t'other sex. 
That modern love is no such thing 
As what tliose ancient poets sing; 
A fire celestial, chaste, refin'd, 
Conceiv'd and kindled in the mind ; 
Which, having found an equal flame. 
Unites, and both become the same. 
In different breasts together burn. 
Together both to ashes turn. 
But women now feel no such fire. 
And only know the gross desire. 
Their passions move in lower spheres, 
W.here'er caprice or folly steers, 

A dog, 
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A dog, a parrot, or*B ftpe^ 

Or some wotM brutti inliumatifbapej ; ; . ! -, \ 

Engross the faneida of the faifi 

The few soft momenta they (;;aa:sparQ, 

From visits to receive and.pay; 

From scandal, politic?, and play ; 

From fans, and flounces, and bcocades, 

From equipag^e and park parades^ 

From all the thousand, female toyfi ' 

From every trifie that empl(i3''3 

The out or inside of their heads, 

Between their toilets-and their beds. 

In a dull stream, which moving sloW) - 
You hardly see tlie ciwrent flow ; 
If a small breeze obstruct the course. 
It whirls about, for want of furcei 
And in its narrow circle gathers 
Nothing but chaff, and straws, and feathers^ 
The current of a female mind 
Stops thus, and turns with every wind; 
Thus whirling round together draws 
Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and straws. 
Hence we conclude, no women's hearts 
>^ ^Are won by virtue, wit, and parts: 
Nor are the men of sense to blamCi. 
For breasts incapable of flame ; 
The fault must on the nymphs be plac'd, 
Grown so corrupted in their taste. 

The pleader, li4ving spoke his best, 
Had witness ready to attest, 
Who fairly could on oath deposCj 
Wtien questions on the fact arose, 
That every article was true; , . 

Nor furthep-those deponents knew : 
VOL. XVI. X Therefoie* 
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Therefore he humbly would iastst. 
The bill might be with «OBt$' dismiss'^. 
l"he cause appear'd *ith to rtueh weight. 
That Venus, from her judgmeDt sear> 
Desir'd them not to talk So load, 
Else she must interpose a cloud : 
For if the heavenly folks should know 
These pleadings in the courts betour, 
That mortals here disdain to love, 
She ne'er could show her face above ; 
For gods, their betters, ttre too wise 
To value that which men despise. 
And then, sfttd she, my son and I 
Must stroll in air, 'twi^it la.mi and sky ; 
Or else, shut out from Heav«n and earth, 
Fly to the sea, my place of birth ; 
There live, with daggled mermaids pent. 
And keep on fish perpetual Lent. 

But, since the case ^tpear'd so nice, 
She thought it best to take advice. 
T)n Muses, by the king's permission. 
Though foes to love,, attend the session. 
And on the right hand took their places 
In order ; on the left, the Graces : 
To whom she might her doubts propose 
On all emergencies that rose. 
Tlie muses oft were seen to frown ; 
The Graces half asham'd look down ; 
And 'twas observ'd, there were but few 
Of either sex among the crew, 
Whom she or her assessors knew. 
The goddess soon began to see, 
Things were not ripe for a decree; - 
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And said, she must consult her books, 
The lovers' Fletas, Bractoos, Cokes. 
Urst to a dapper clerk she beckon'd 
To turn to Ovid, book the second ; 
She then Teferr'd them to a place 
Iq Virgil, vide Dido's case : 
As for Tibullus's reports, 
They never pass'd ft>rlaw in courts: 
For Cowley's brie&, and pleas of Waller, 
Still their authority was smaller. 

There was on both sides much to say: 
She'dhear the cause another day. 
And so she did ; and then a third 
She heard it — there she kept her word : 
Bat, with rejoinders or replies, 
Lon^f bills, and answers stuff'd with lies, 
Demur, imparlance, and essoign, 
The parties neW could issue join : 
For sixteeu years the cause was spun. 
And then stood where it first begun. 

Now, gentle Clio, sing, or say. 
What Venus meant 'by this delay r 
Hie goddess much perplex'd in mind 
To see her empire thus declined ; 
When fint this grand debate atose, 
Above her wisdom to compose, 
Conceiv'd a |rroject in her head 
^0 work her ends; which, if it aped>. 
Would show the merits of the catue 
Far better than consulting lawt. 

In a glad hour Lucina's aid 
Produc'd oa euih a wondrous inaid, 
On whom th^ Queen of Love was bent 
To try a new experiment 
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She threw her la* books on the shelf. 
And thus debated with herself. 

Since men allege, they ne'er can find 
Those beauties in a female .mind, 
Which raise a flame that will endure . - 
For .ever uncorrupt and pure ; 
If'tis with reason they complain, 
This infant shall restore my rergu. 
I'll search where every virtue dwells, 
From courts inclusive down, to celU : 
What preachers talk, or sages write ; 
These I will gather and unite. 
And represent them to mankind 
Collected in that infant's miod. 

This said, she plucks in Heaven's high bowen 
A sprig of amaranthine Bowers. 
In nectar thrice infuses bays, 
Three times refin'd in Titan's rays; 
Then calls t^ Graces to her aid, 
And sprinkles thrice the newborn maid : . . 
From whence the tender slcinasyumes ' 
A sweetness above all perfumes: 
From whence a cleanliness remains, 
Incapable of outward staias : 
From whence tbat ttecency, of mind, ' ■ 
So lovely in the fpnale kind, 
Where not o:ie careless thought intrudes ; ■ 
IjCss modest than the speech of prudes; 
Where never bluah.vEas call'd in aiU, 
That spurious virtue in a maid, 
A virtue but at seccnJ-hand.-; 
They blush, because they un(|ersta#d. . 

The Graces next would apt tbfir put, 
And ahow'd but. little of their art ; 
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Their work •was hajf-alreedjt dope, - 
The child with *atjve beauty shone ; ■ 

The outward fomj no help requir'd : . , ,/ 

Each, breathing on her thvice, inspir'd : 
That gentle, sQft, cqgaging air, , 
Which in olfi time^ adorn *d- the f^ir: . 
And said^;" Vanessa be tJie name 
" By which thou &lia{t.be knoiv,n tp faO); ; ■ ■ .^ 
"Vanessa, by the go<U enroll'd : , ,',... .1 
"Her name' on.,efirth shall not.be told." ■ -Z 
But still the-work was not complete ; ^ - > 
When Venus thought on a deceit.., , . r- t-. 

Drawn by her doves, away she,flies, 
And finds out Pallas in the skies. 
Dear Palia?, I have. b^en this ipgroi .-.■.■.' 

Tosee a l0vfily,iofa»;t tprn J: . . , ■ ; J 

A boy hi y(Hvier;i9le below, .-.. - ;\ 

So-Iike my ewtl without his {>ow^ .'I, ' .,: • > -.' 
By beauty coutd.yopr hqart be ivoOi ; f> /-, 

You'd a^eftr it is A^pllo's son : ; • . --■.•' 

But it 4>all ne'fT-.bQ.said, acfcUd 
So hopeful has by ipe beenspoili'd: . .-i "' 

I have enough l)fal|]es <o apar-e, ■■ . i . . ■ .: , 
And give him M^hi^Jly to. your qafre.- ; r 

Wisdom's above, suspecting wile?-: ''■' 

The Queen of Learning gravely smtje*^ 
Down from Olymptis ponies with joy, ■ , .i" 

Mistakes Vanessa for a, boy ; . ; 

Then sows withip:bt;T tenider ofind 
Seeds lon^ unkjifi^ji t^, ^mankind ; 
For manly )i(^fn*.icbiefly; fit, 
The seeds of knowl%^^ judgiouit, wit. . . /•; 
Her soul was;SiKl<4$]i;^y.eBilu^ • .-.;...' 
With justice, (i^t^and f*jr-titi(^«i;. ; , ,-■ ' " 
1 K 3 ' With 
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With honour, which no breath can stain, 
Which malice must attack in vain ; 
With open heart and bounteous hand. 
But Pallas here^.was at a stand; 
She knew, in our degenerate days, 
JJare virtue couM not live on praise j 
That ftieat must be with money bought: 
She thereferet upon second tliought, 
iBfus'd, yet as it were by stealth, 
Some small rejj^rd for state' aiid wealth ;' 
Of which, as she grew up, there staid 
A tincure in the prudent maid : 
She qianag'd her estate with "'care, 
■ Yet iik'd three footmen to her chair. 
But, lest he should neglect his studies 
Like a young heir, the thrffty goddess 
(For fear young master should be ^oiVd) 
Would use him Hke a younger child ; 
A; 4 after twig computing, foilnd 
*Twould come to just five thbusaod pound. 

The Queen of Love was pleas'd, and proud. 
To see Vanessa thus endow'd ; 
She doubted not but such a dtame 
Through every 'breast would dart a flame; 
That every rH'h and luvdly swain 
With pride would drajifabbut her chain; 
That scholars would forsake their hooka, ; 
To study bright Vanessa's lorAs; 
As she advanc'd, that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind. 
And alt their conduct would^ tyy'd 
By her, as an unerring gnid* ; ' 
OilFeuding daughters ot)t would hear 
Vanessa's praisft riing in th«ir ear t 
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}Am Betty* when she dae» a fuilt, 
Lets &11 her knife^ or splits the itU, 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
" lis what V^DCwa never did I" . 
Thus by the nyiQptM imd sw«.U)s ador'd, 
My power aimil be agfLiD reetor'd^ . . 
And happy lovers bl^M my reign — 
So Venus ht^'d, hut hop'd in vain. 

For when in tipie the Martial Mwd 
Found out the trick, tjbiftt Venus ph^^'d. 
She shakes her helin, s^e knils bfsr btov*^ 
And, 6r'd with indigoatjoii, vow^ ., 
To-morrow, ere the Jf^ii^g «iji, - 

She'd all undo liM she bad ^one., ; . 

But in the poets we q»y find. .,, 
A wholesome law^ time out of mind^ 
Had been coi^imi'd by Fates', d^^^'P*' 
That gods, of whf^lffo^Vdfigr^ee, .;•.!, , . 
Resume not wltatj4^^|iHielvef.Jb9.vf)git«n» . 
Orany brother god i^ Hjcivoi^, , ... ,,^, 
Which k^cpB tl^e pe#c«,VfnoogthejK^>df, , . ,,./ 
Or they must always be At oiTds::. 
And Pallas, if shcL^broke the iaw3» ■ , ; , 
Must yield her l^^the strqoger caAfsjej 
A shame taow so niifc^ adoi^'d , , . . r; ^ ,. 
For wisdom at Jove's q9pnqil bo^rd, i \ 
Besides, she fear'd the Qtteisn of; L^« , - , < 
Would mert wiUk better fiends ajwji*.: , , , . 
And though ahc mtut with ^i^<ffle^ . 
To see a mortal virgin -dePk'd 
With graces hitherto uHkoown 
To female breasts, except her<>wn: 
Yet she would act as best becw^ - . - 
A goddess of mmpoited'faiae. . ; : 

K 4 She- . 
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She knew, by sagury- dititie, ' ■ '• .'■'■■ 
Venus would' fait in 'her design :■ - ■ ' ■■ ■ ' 
She study'd wel! the pftint, aiid fontirf- ^•■- ■ 
Her foe's conclusions wefS'riot sound, ■' ■' 
From promises efrotieous Brought, - . > 
And therefore thededitctioh'-s rtaiigKt, ■- - • ; 
And must have contrary effects, '. .'l"-' 

To what her trtacherous foe expects; ' *■■'" ■ 

In proper' season PaH'asm'eits ■ '■ ■ 
The Queen af l^ve, wbonr tftus She gfeeftv ■ ' 
(For gods, 'we ire by H<)h1ei"told,''" '■'' 
Can in celestial language sCoW)' '• ' ' ''■ 
Perfidious goddess! fct'hiVilin -'' .'' ■- 
You form 'd this' proTett'lff'yotrrbrati'i} '■ 
A project for thy talents-fit,' ' '''..■;■ 
With much debeit and fittle wk; -' ■■ ■ 
Thou hast, as^thoii sbalt tjttickly *b<J, ■ '■ ■ 
Deceiv'd thysetf.-ritetead'^infe'!" '" .'■ ■- : ' 
For how ca» h^arebiy VlstWib p^e '■' ■'■■ 
An iDstrument tb'carthiy Wv*'F' ^' ■'"' 'i ', - ' 
Know'st H^ow notyet.-'tfiat intti coiit*iCri« ■ ■' 
Thy votaries foT Win t fef ifetitfe ? "^ ■'''■- ' ' 

Not shall Vanessa b'c Ae'tbfcme *" ' 
To managft'ttfy abbrrfir^ feiiemi j '''^■/' 
She'll prove the greates(^Ftiiy'firt*- " '•■ '- ' 
And yet I scoAi to iifttl^iose, -■"■ ■■■ -- ' 
But, using*Wiiiher skillJiorforM, -j . >: 
Leave all'thinys to th^rnbtwal c«uii«e; ... 

Tlie gfAM^S'tbufe-pMOisrfnc'd )ur4|HKn : ■ 
When lo ! Vanessa in her i^qom t i ■. 

Advanc'd, like Atialaniiils^'staT, : 
But rarely seeo, ftnd s^en from fer; ' 
Jn a new world**!lfl»"ci«tiofi stept., ■ 
\ratch'd all the company thetjept, • ' . ' 

•" Well 
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Well knowia^, from tbe boftlci she read, ' 
What dangerous paths young vii^ns tread't 
Would seldonat tlie Park appear, 
Nor saw tbe playhouse twice a yeSar; 
Yet, not incurious, was-' tndtn'd • 
To know the ccmverse (yf maukiod. 

First issued from perfiiitiers' shofK, 
A crowd of'feflhionable fops: . . 

They ask'd her, hQw she lik'd the play ; 
Then told tbe-Uttle of the Axy ; 
A duel fot^t last night at tiwot 
About a lady-^yoif kntti?, who; 
Mention'd a Aew Italian, 'beiAe '■ ■ '< 
Either from Muscovy dr Rome ; 
Gave hints'of who andwho's together; ' 
Then felt to talking of tbe weather ; 
Last night was so extremely fine, 
)rhe ladies walk'd till after nine ; 
Then, iv«bft voice and'Speech alMurd,' 
With noDsedSe every second wordr' 
With fustian from exploded plays, < . 
They celebirate her beauty's praise; . , 
Rug o'er their cant of stupid lies, : ; 

And tell the murders of her eyes. 

With silent scorn Vanessa sat, 
Scarce listening to their idle chat ; 
Further Uian sometimes by a frown, 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At last she s|Mtefully was bent 
To try their wisdom's full extent ; 
And said, she valu'd nothing less 
Than titles, figure, shape, and dress; 
'J but merit should be chiefiy plac'd 
Jn judgment, knowledge, wit, and taste i 
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And these, th« dff«f a tb ditpiit^, 
Alone dUtioguish'il mun from bnite : 
Xhat present timei have np pret«ne« . 
T& virtue, in the noUe peue 
By Greeks and Romans undentoAdi 
To perish for our country's good. : 
She nam'd the ancient heroes roand, 
Explain'd for what they were renowtt'^ ; 
Then spoke wth c»uiure or oi^lauae 
Of foreign custonM, rites, and lavs; 
Through nature and throu^ art ah* rang'd. 
And gracefully her subject c^iang'd ; 
In vain ! her hearenhad no sbar* 
In all she spoke, except to stare. 
Their judgment was, upon the whole, 
— ^That lady is the dullest soul I — 
Then tapt their forehead in a jeer, 
As who should say— She wants it here! 
She may be handsome, young, and liolv 
But none will burn her for a witch I 
A party next of glittermg dames, 
From round the purlieus of St. Jum% 
Came early, out of pure good-will. 
To see the girl in dishabille. 
Their clamour, 'lighting from their cbairi^ 
Grew louder all the way i^ stairs ; 
At entrance loudest, where t^Ky found 
The room with volunws Utter'd nnuu). 
Vanessa held Montaigne, and read» 
While Mrs. Susaa comb'd her hfla4. 
They call'd for tea and chocolate. 
And fell into their usual chat, 
DiscQursing^with important face, 
On ribands, fans, and gloves, and lace.; 

Sbow'd 
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Shov'dpattvrmjustfi'omladiabroijght, 

And gravely ask'd her wifat jtfMTtlMi^^ 

Whe^er the red or green wcnc bcst^ 

And what they cmt? Vaaesia guess'd, 

As came inta her Jhncj firtt ; 

Nain*d h.'.lf the rates, and lik'd the wont 

To scandal next— What awkward thing 

Was that tail Sunday in the ring? 

Fm sorry Mopsa breaks so fast : 

I said her face would never last. 

Coriuna, wtlbthat youtfaful air. 

Is thirty, and a bit to spare: 

hfit foDdness fbr-'a certain «arl 

Began when I was but a giri I 

Phillis, who but a 'month ag-o 

Was marry'rl to the Tunbridge beau, 

J saw coquetting t'other nigbt 

In public with tlut odious knightl 

They ntfy'd next Vanessa's dress : 
Tliat gown was made for old queen Best. 
Dear madam let me see your head;; 
pon't you intKod to put on redi* 
A petticoat wi^wat a hoop ! 
Sure, you ave not asham'd to stoop ! 
With handsome garters at your knees, 
Vo matter wliatm fellow sees. 

FilI'd with disdain, with fftge iofiam'd, 
fioth of herself and seat asham'd. 
The nymph stood silent out of spito, 
Nor would vonchnfie to set them r^ht. 
Away the fair detractors went, 
And gave by turns their censures vent. 
She's not so Imndsome in my eyes; 
For wit, 1 wonder where it lies! 



She'ft 
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She's fiitr'snd^euH.4iidtfasct^ibeinMt 
But ^y piiftKiiB ter fcr a toast? 
A baby face; nd Uie^ iviain, . -. ■ r. 
But what ahfe leara'd ab country^faira; 
Scarce knovi^ what diSctetice is-faetweeh.' 
Rich Flanders lace and Colberteemr'. 
I'll uDclertake, my little Nanty 
Id flounces has a better' fancy ; - .: - . 
With all her wit, { wduld" dot aklt, ' ■ 
Her judgment how to fcuy a mask," 
We begg'd her but td.pateU her ft^ 
She never hit one proper place; r > : 
Which every girl iit.Jive.yearsoWi '. . 
Can do as soon as shfc is told- In 

I own, that out-of- fash ion stuflP.'- ;■ < ! ■ ■ 
Becomes thccreaturie wdl ehoagh. '. 
The girl might pass, if we ciouldvgfit her 
To know the world a little betfesn 
(To know the world ! a* modfini pbVrae . 
For visits, oinbre, balls, and plays.) - 

Thus, to the world's perpetuaL^aiiM^ 
The Queen of Beauty' lost her aim ;. 
Too late with grief she understvod, 
Pallas had done more harm 'thafttgaod; .. 
For great examples- are but t^atji, ; 
Where ignorance begets dtsdJiiB.' 
Both sexes, arni'd with guilt and spite, 
Against Vanessa's power unite: > . - 
To copy her few nymphs aBpir'dj-: " . , 
Her virtues fewer swains admired;.' . 
So stars, beyond a certain height, 
Give mortals neither heat nor light. 

Yet some of either sex, endow'd 
With gifts superior to the crowd,. 



With 
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With virtue, ^akntfleflgCj ikate) anH;wi|, '. 
She condescended.^ siimit: 
With pleasing arts she. could reduce 
Men's talents to tiKij: proper use ; 
And with address each genius held 
To that wherein it most excelled ; 
Thus, making other's wisdom known, 
Could please them, and improve her ovn. 
A modest youth said something new ; 
She plac'd it in the strongest view. 
All humble worth she strove to raise/ 
Would not b^ prais'd, yet lov'd to praise. : 
The learned met with free approach, 
Although they came not in ^ coach : 
Sonie clergy too she wottld.allon^ 
Nor quarrel'd at their awkward bow; 
But this was for Cadenos' sake, 
A gownman tif a drfivrent make ; 
Whom Pallas once, Vanessa's tutor, 
Had fix'd on for her coadjutor, 

But Cupid, full of rabchie/, longs 
To vindicate his motbei'V wrongs. 
On Paltas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain ; 
Vows on Vanessa's heart to take . 
Due ven^^ance, for her. patron's lake; 
Those early seeds by. Veous sown;. 
In spite of Pallas now. were grown ; 
And Cupid hop'd they, would improve-. 
By time, and ripen into-love. 
The boy made ua« of^ ^1 his craft, 
In vain djschargiti^ many a' shaft, 
Painted at Colonels, lords,! «nd heftax : . . 
Cadenus warded off the blows; 
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The darts were in the cover Sz'df. 

Or, often bluored aod recoil'd, 

On Plutarch's Morals strack, were spoiVd^ 

The Queen of Wisdom could foresee, 
But not prevent, the Fate' decree : 
And human. caation triet in vain 
To break that adamantiae chain. 
Vanessa, though by Pallas taught, 
By Love invulaerable tbovght. 
Searching in book* for wiadom'a »d, 
M'as, in ike very search, betray'd. . 

Cupid, though aii his darts were lost, 
Yet still resolv'd to spare no coat: 
He could not answer to his fame 
The triumphs of that stuhbom dame, 
A nymph so hard to be aabdued^ 
Who neither wai coquette nor prude. 
I find, said he, she wants a doctor. 
Both to adore her, and inatruct her : 
I'll give her what she most admires. 
Among those veneraUe sires. 
Cadeous is a subject fit^ 
Grown old in politics and wit, 
Caress'd by ministers of state, 
Of half mankind the dread and hate. 
Whate'er vexations lore attend, 
She need no rivals apprehend. 
Her sex, with aniversal voice, 
Must laugh at her capricions cfaaice. 

Cadenus many thii^ had writ : 
Vanessa much estcem'd his wit. 
And calt'd for his poetic works : > 
Mean time the bocy in secret lurka ; 
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And, while the bode wa» in bet Imnd, 
The urchin from hia prints stand 
Took aim, and shot with all ha slm^h 
A dart of such prodigious lei^h, 
It pierced the feeble volume tfarough, 
And deep transfix'd her bosom bxh 
Some lines more moving than the res^ 
Stuck to the point th^ pierc'd her breact. 
And, borae directly to the heart. 
With pains unknown, increased her smrt. 

Vanessa, not in years a score, 
Dreams of a gown of forty-four; 
Imaginary charms can find 
In eyes with reading almost blind: 
Cadenus now no more appears 
Declin'd in health, advaoc'd in years. 
She fancies misic in his toague ; 
Nor further looks, but thinks him young. 
What mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a ship decay'd F 
What planter will attempt to yoke 
A sapling with a falling oak r 
As years increase, she brighter shines; 
Cadenus with each day declines : 
And he-must fall a prey to tiOMV 
While she continues in her prime. 

Cadenus, common forma aLpart^ 
In every scene had kept his heart ; 
Had sigh'd and languish'd, vow'd and writ, 
For pastime, pr to show his wit, 
But books, and time, and state affairs, 
Had spoil'd his fashionable airs: 
He now could praise, esteem, approve. 
But understood not what was love. 

Hit 
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His conduct might have made him'styl'd 

A father, and the nymph huchilU.^ ' 

That iDnoceot delight be took 

To see the virgin miiid her book,- 

Was but the master's secret joy 

In school to hear the finest boy. 

Her knowledge with bet fancy grew ; ' 

She hourly press'd for something ii«ir; 

Ideas came into h£r mind 

So fast, his 4w«onsIa^'d behind; 

She reason 'd, without plodding long, 

Nor ever gave her judgment wrong. 

But now a sudden change was wrought : > 

She minds no longer what he taught. 

Cadeaus was amaz'd, to find 

Such marks of a distracted mind : 

For, though she seem'd to listen mora 

To all he spoke, than e'er before, 

He found her thoughts would absent raiige, 

Yet gucss'd not whence could spring the change^ 

And first he modestly conjectures 

His pupil might be tir'd with lectures; 

Which help'd to mortify his pride, 

Yet gave him not the heart to chide: 

But, in a mild dejected strain, 

At last he ventur'd to complain: 

Said, she should be no longer teaz'd, 

Might have her freedom when she pteas'd : 

Was now coovioc'd he acted wroiig 

To hide her from the world so long, 

And in dull studies to engage 

One of her tender sex and age : 

That every nymph with envy, own'd, 

How she might shine in t\it gtVtuie nmtde; 

And 
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And every shepherd was undone 
To see her cloister'd like a nuh. 
This was a visionary scheme : 
He wak'd, and found it but a dream ; 
A project far above his skill ; 
For nature must be nature still. 
If he were laoldet than became 
A scholar to a courtly dame, 
She might excuse a man of letters : 
Thus tutors often treat their betters : 
And, since his talk offensive grew, 
He came to take his last adieu. 

Vanessa, All'd vith just disdain, 
Would stilt her dignity maintain, 
Instructed from her early yean 
To scorn the art of female tears. 

Had he employ'd his time so long 
To teach her what was right and wrong; 
Yet could such notions entertain 
That all his lectures were in vainp 
She own'd the wandering of her thoughts; 
But he must answer for her faults. 
She well remember'd, to her cost. 
That all his lessons were not lost. 
Two maxims she could stilt produce, 
And sad experience taught their use; 
That virtue, pleas'd by being shown. 
Knows nothing which it dares not own; 
Can make us without fear disclose 
Our inmost secrets to our foes : ■ 
That common forms were not design'd 
Directors to a noble mind. 
Now, said the nymph, to let you se* 
My actions with your rules agree; . 

VOL. XVI. L That 
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' That I can vulgar fortns despise, 
And have no secrets to disguise ; 
I knew, by what you said and writ, 
How dangerous things were men of wit ; 
You caution'd me against their charms, 
But never gave jne equal arms ; 
Your lessons found the weakest part, 
Aim'd at the head, but reach'd the heart. 

Cadenus felt within him rise 
Shame, disappointment, guilt, surprise. 
He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her usual style : 
And yet her words were so exprest, 
He could not hope she spoke in jest. 
His thought had wholly been confin'd 
To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardi}' knew, till he was told, 
Whether the nymph were young or old ; 
Had met her in a public place, 
Without distinguishing her face : 
Much less could his declining age 
Vanessa's earliest thoughts engage; 
And, if her youth indifference met, 
His person must contempt beget : 
Or, grant her passion be sincere, 
How shall his innocence be clear ? 
Appearances were all so strong, 
The world must think him in the wrong: 
Would say, he made a treacherous use 
Of wit, to flatter and seduce : 
The town would swear, he had betray'd 
By magic spells the harmless maid : 
And every bea.u would have his jokes, 
That scholars were like other folks; 
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And, when Platonic flights were over, 
The tutor tum'd a mortal lover ! 
So tender of the young and fair ! 
It shoff'd a true paternal care- 
Five thousand guineas in ber purse 1 
The doctor might have fancy'd worse. — ■' 

Hardly at length he silence broke, 
And falter'd every word he spoke ; 
Interpreting ber complaisance, 
Just as a man sans consequence, ' 
She rallied well, he always knew : 
Her manner now was something new; 
And what she spoke was in an air 
As serious as a tragic player. , 
But those who aim at ridicule 
Should fix upon some certain rule. 
Which fairly hints they are in jest, 1 

Else he must enter his protest : 
For, let a man be ne'er so wise, 
He may be caught with sober lies; 
A science which he never taught. 
And, to be free, was dearly bought f 
For, take it in its proper light, 
'Tis just what coxcomb's call a bite. 

But, not to dwell on things minpte, 
Vanessa finish'd the dispute ; 
Brought weighty arguments to prove 
That reason was her guide in love. 
She thought he had himself describ'd 
His doctrines when she first imbib'd ; 
What he had planted, now was growu; 
His virtues she might call her own ; 
As he approves, as he dislikes, 
Love or contempt her fancy strikes. 

L 3 Self-love, 
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Self-love, in nature rooted fast, 
Attends us first, tnd leaves us last : 
Why she likes htm. admire not atber; 
She loves herself, and tiiat's the matter. 
How was her tutor wont to praise 
The geniuses of ancient days! 
(Those authors he so oft had nam'd, 
For learning, wit, and wisdom, fam'd) 
Was struck with love, esteem, and awe. 
Per persons whom he never saw. 
Suppose Cadenus flourish'd then. 
He mUst adore such godlike men. 
If one short volume could comprise 
All that was witty, teara'd, and wise, 
How would it be esteem'd and read. 
Although the writer long were dead ! 
If such an author were alive, 
How all would for bis friendship strive, 
And come in crowds to see his face ! 
And this she takes to be her case. 
Cadenus answers every end, 
The book, the author, and the friend ; 
The utmost her desires will reach, 
Is but to learn what he can teach: 
His converse is a system 6t 
Alone to .fill up all her wit; 
While every passion of her mind 
In him is centred and confiij'd. 

Love can with speech inspire a mute, 
And taught Vanessa to dispute. 
This topic, never touch'd befsre, 
Display'd her eloquence the more: 
Her knowledge, with such pains lacquir'd. 
By this new passion grew inspir'd ; 

Through 
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llirough this she made all objects pass 
Which gave a tincture o'er the mass; 
As rivers, though they bend aad twine, . 
Stilt to the sea their course incline; 
Or, as philosophers, who find 
Some favourite system to their mind, 
In every point to make it fit, 
Will f7)rce all nature to submit. 

Cadenus, who could ne'er suspect 
His lessons would have such cff'ect, 
Or be so artfully apply'd. 
Insensibly came on her side. - 
It was an unforeseen event; 
Tlings took a turn he never meant 
Whoe'er excels in what we prize. 
Appears a hero in our dyes: 
Each girl, when pleas'd with what is taught, 
Will have the teacher in her thought. 
When miss delights in her spinnet, 
A fiddler may a fortune get; 
A blockhead, with melodious voJc^ 
In boarding-schools may have his choice; 
And oft the dancingmaster's art 
Climbs fropi the toe to touch the heart. 
In learning let a nyinph delight, 
The pedant gets a mistress by't. 
Cadenus, to his grief and shame. 
Could scarce oppose Vanessa's flame; 
And, though her arguments were strong, 
At least could hardly wish them wrong. 
Howe'er it came, he could not tell, 
Cut sure she never talk'd so well. 
His pride began to interpose; 
Preferr'd before a crowd of beanx ! 

l3 So 
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So bright a nytnph to come unsought f 
Suqh wonder by his merit wrought! 
Tis merit must with her prevail ! 
He never knew her judgment fail ! 
She noted all she ever read ! 
And had a most discerning head ! 

'Tis an old maxim in the schools, 
That flattery's the food of fools; 
Yet now and'then your men of wit 
Will condescend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide, 
He chose -to justify his pride ; 
Construing the passion he had shown, 
Much to her praise, more to his own. 
Nature in him had merit plac'd, 
In her a most judicious taste. 
Love, hitherto a transient guest, 
Ne'er held possession of his breast; 
So long attending-at the gate, 
Disdain'd to enter in so late. . 
Love why do we one passion call, 
Whea 'tis a cornpouad of them all ? 
Where hot and cold, were sharp and sweet, 
In ail their equipages meet; 
Where pleasures mix'd with pains appear. 
Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear; 
Wherein his dignity and age 
Forbid Cadenus to engage. 
But friendship, in its greatest height, 
A constant, rational delight. 
On virtue's basis fix'd to last, 
When love allurements long are past, 
Which gently warms, but cannot burn, 
He gladly offers in return ; 
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His want of passion wilt redeem 
With gratitude, respect, esteem : 
With that devotion we bestow, 
WhcQ goddesses appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 
Vanessa in exalted strains, 
The nymph in sober words entreats 
A truce with all sublime conceits : 
For why such raptures, flights, and fancies. 
To her who durst not read romances r 
In lofty style to make replies, 
Which he had taught her to despise -* 
But when her tutor will affect 
Devotion, duty, and respect, 
He fairly abdicates the throne; 
The gov.ernment is now her own ; 
He has a forfeiture incurr'd ; 
She vows to take him at his word, 
And'hppes he will not think it strange. 
If both should now their stations change; 
The nyqiph will liave her turn to be 
The tutor; and the pupil, he: 
Though. she already. can discern 
Her scholjir is not apt to learn ; 
Or wants capacity to reach 
The science she designs to teach; 
Wherein his genius was below 
The skill of every common beau, 
Whoi' though he cannot spell, is wise 
Enough torfead a lady's eyes, 
And will each accidental glance 
Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what success Vanessa met 
Is to the world a secret yet. 

L 4 WJiether 



:,, Google 



1J2 eVIFT'S FOSHS. 

Whether the nymph, to pleaae her svain^ 

Talks in a high romantic strain ; 

Or whether he at last descends 

To act with less seraphic ends; 

Or, to compound the businesa, whether 

They temper love and book^ together; 

Must never to mankind be told, 

Nor shall the conscious Muse unfold. - 

Meantime the mournful Qutifn.af Ldve 
Led but a weary life above. 
She ventures now to leave the skies, 
Grown by Vanessa's conduct wise: 
For, though by one perverse event 
Pallas had cross'd her first intent ; 
Though her design was not obtain 'd; 
Yet had she nuich experience gain'd, 
And, by the project vainly try'd. 
Could better now the cause decide* 
She gave due notice, that both parties. 
Coram Regina, prox die Mari'u, 
Should at their peril, without fali^ 
Come and appear, aod save their b^l. - 
All met; and, silence thrice proclaim'd. 
One lawyer to each side was nam'd. 
The judge discover'd in ber face 
Resentments for her late disgrace; 
And, full of anger, shame, and grief, 
Directed them to. mind their brief; 
Nor spend their time to shov their reading: 
She'd have a summary proceeding: ■ " *;' . 
She gathered under every head 
The sum of what each lawyer said^ 
Gave her own reasons last, and then 
Decreed the cause againd^the men, 

Bui, 
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But, in a weighty case tike this. 
To show she did not judge amiss, 
Which evil tongues might else repent, 
She made a speech io open court ; 
Wherein she grievously complains, 
" How she was cheated by the swaius; 
On whose petition (humbly shewing, 
That women were not worth the wooing, 
And that, unless the sex would naend. 
The race of lovers soon must end) — 
She was at Lord knows what expense 
To form a nymph of wit and sense, 
A model for her sex design'd, 
Who never could one lover find. 
She saw her favour was misplac'd; 
The fellows had a wretched taste; 
She needs must tell them to their face, 
They were a stupid, senseless race; 
And, were she to begin again, 
She'd study to reform the men ; 
Or add some grains of folly more 
. To women, than they had before, 
To put them on a'o equal foot; 
And this, or nothing else, would do't. 
This might their mutual fancy strike; 
Since every being loves its tike. 

" But now, repenting what was done, 
She left all business to her son; 
She put the world in his possession. 
And let him use it at discretion." 
The crier was order'd to dismiss 

The C9uct, so. audfi bi» las( " O yes I" 
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The goddess would no longer wait; 
But, rising from her .chair of state, 
Left all below at six and. seven, 
Harness'd her doves, and flew to Heaven. 



TO.LOVE.* 

1 N all I wish, how happy should I be, 
Thou grand Deluder, were it not for thee! 
So weak thou art, that fools thy power despise; 
And yet so strong, thou triumph'st o'er the wise. 
Thy traps are laitl with such peculiar art. 
They catch the cautious, let the rash depart. 
Most nets are fiU'd by want of thought and care: 
But too much thinking brings us to thy snare; 
Where, held by thee, in slavery we stay, 
And throw the pleasing part of life away. . ' 
But, what does most my indignation nio%'e, 
Discretion ! thou wert ne'er a friend to Love: 
Thy chief delight is to defeat those arts, 
By whichxhe kindles mutual flames in hearts; 
While the blind loitering God is at his play, 
Thou steal'st his golden pointed darts away : 
Those darts which never fail ; and in their stead 
Convey'st malignant arrows tipt with lead ; 
The heedless God, suspecting no deceits, 
Shoots on, and thinks he has done wondrous feats; 
But the poor nymph, who feels her vitals burn, 
And from her shepherd can find no return, 

* Found in nuss Vanhomrigb's deik, after her death, in ibe 
handwriting of Dr. Swift. H. 
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Laments, and rages at the power divine, 

When, curst Discretion ! all the fault was thine : 

Cupid and Hymen thou hast set at odds. 

And bred such feuds between those kindred go'ds, 

That Venus cannot reconcile her sons; 

When one appears, avay the other runs. 

The former scales, wherein he us'd to poise 

Love against love, and equal joys with joys. 

Are now fiil'd up with avarice and pride, 

Where titles, power, and riches, still subside. 

Then, gentle Venus, to thy father run. 

And tell him, how thy children are undone; 

Prepare his bolts to give one fatal blow, 

And strike Discretion to the shades below. 



A REBUS. BY VANESSA. 

Cut the name of the man • who his mistress 1. 

deny'd, ! 

And let the first of it be only apply'd j 

To join with the prophet t who David did chide; J 
Then say what a' horse is that runs very fastjif 
And that which deserves to be first put the last; 
Spell all then, and put them together, to find 
The name and the virtues of him I design'd. 
Like the patriarch in Egypt, he's vers'd in the 

state ; 
Like the prophet in Jewry, he's free with the great ; 
Like a racer he flies, to succour with speed, 
When his friends want his aid, or desert is in need. 

» Jo->eph. f Nathan. t Swift. 

THB 
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THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

The nymph who wrote this in an amorous fit, 
I cannot but envy the pride of her wit, 
Which thus she will venture profusely to throw 
On so mean a design, and a subject so low. 
For mean's her design, and her subject as mean, 
The first but a rebus, the last but a dean. 
A dean's but a parson ; and what is a rebus ? 
A thing never known to the Muses or Phoebus. 
The corruption of verse ; for, when all is done, 
It is but a paraphrase made on a pun. 
But a genius like her'suo subject can stifle, 
It shows and discovers itself through a trijle. 
By reading this trifle, I quickly began 
To find her a great wit, but the dean a small man. 
Rich ladies will furnish their garrets ifith stu!f. 
Which otbersformantuas would think fine enough: 
So the wit that is lavishly thrown away here. 
Might furnish a second-rate poet a year. 
Thus much for the verse, we proceed to the nels^ 
Where the nymph has entirely forsaken her text: 
Her fine panegyrics are quite out of season, 
And what &be describes to be merit, is treason: 
The changes which faction has made in the state, 
Have put the dean's politics quite out of date: 
NoAv do one regards what he utters with freedom, 
And, should he write pamphlets, no great man 

would read 'em; 
And should want or desert stand in need <^ his aid, 
This racer would prove but a duU fouader'd jade. 

IMITATION 



:,, Google 



( 157 ) 



IMITATION 

•F VAET OF THE SIXTH SATIBb OF THE SECOND 
BOOK OF HOBJLCE. 1714. 

I'VE often wish'd that I had clear, 
For life, six hundred pounds a year, 
A handsome house to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terrace walk, and half a rood 
Of land, set out to plant a wood. 

Well, now I have all this and more, 
I ask not to increase my store ; 
[" * But here a grievance seems to He, 
AU this is mine but till I die ; 
I can't but think 'twould sound more clever, 
To me and to my heirs for ever. 

"If I ne'er got or lost a groat. 
By any trick, or any fault ; 
And if I pray by reason's rules. 
And not like forty other fools: 
As thus, ' Vouchsafe, O gracious Maker ! 
To grant me this and t'other acre : , 
Or, if it be thy will and pleasure, 
Direct my plough to find a treasure !' 



Hoc' erat in Tolls : modm >gri non ita tn^;Dui, 
Hortot ubi, et tecto vicioiu jngU iquee foot, 
Et paulum silvc aiiper hii feret. Auctins atque 
Dii loeliui fecere.- ' ' 



• The twenty linet within hook* were added by Mr. Pope. K. 

But 
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But only what my station iits, 
And to be kept in my right wits,* 
Preserve, Almighty Providence ! 
Just what you gave me, competence: 
And let me in these shades compose ' 
Something in verse as true as prose ; 
Remov'd from all th' ambitious scene, 
Nor puff'd by pride, nor sunk by spleen."] 
In short, I'm perfectly content, 
Let me but live on this side Trent ;t 

Sive Aqnilo radit lemt, seu brans nivalem 
Intcriore diem gyro Uahit, ire Decease est. 

* An apprebcDsion nf the loss of intellect gave the dean great 
uneasiness, through life. Some hereditary expectation, or uane 
peculiarityof feeling, I presume, occaaiooed a perpetnal anticipa- 
tion of that sad event, which at length befcl hitn. Pope's part 
of the imitation beginf at ver. 125, but I eannot accede to 
Warburton's opinion, that bis portion of the performance is 
executed with more dexterity than that of Swift, who is un- 
ciceplionably excellent, and preierves with the moat happ;^ 
accomnoodatioa the playful urbanity of bis author. There in 
indeed several strokea in the more bummrous passage of Pope's 
division after Swift's best auDoer; but the following seems to 
me tt|e most suixessful : 

Tells all tbeir names, lays down tbe law : • 

Que.^a est bon 1 All gotitez 9a ! 

" That jelly's rich, this malmsey's healii^.- 

" Pray dig your whiskers and joor tail in !" 

Wakbvibu). 
t Swift was perpetually expressing his deep discontent at bis 
Irish preferment, and forming schemes for exchanging it for a 
smaller in England j and courted queen Caroline and sir Robert 
Walpole to effect such a change. A nrgodation had nearly 
taken place between the Dean and a Mr. Talbot tor tbe living of 
Burfield, in Berkshire. Mr. Talbot himself informed me of this 
negociatioQ. Burfield is in the neighboJrhood of Bucklcbury, 
lord Bolingbroke's scat, W*»ton. 

Nor 
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Nor cross the channel twice a year, 

To spend six months with statesmen here. 

I must by all means come to town, 
Tis for the service of the crown. 
"Lewis, the Dean will be of use, 
Send for him up, take no excuse." 
The toil, the danger of the seas. 
Great ministers ne'er think of these ; 
Or let it cost live hundred pound, 
No matter where the money's found, 
It is but so much more in debt, , 
And that they ne'er consider'd yet. 

"Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
Let my lord know you're come to town." 
I hurry me in haste away, 
Not thinking it is levee-day ; 
And find his honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple ciixle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How should I trust myself between? 
Some wag observes me thus perplex'd, 
And, smiling, whispers to the next, 
I thought the Dean had beea too proud, 
To justle here among a crowd!" 
Another, in a surly fit, 
Tells me I have more zeal thau wit. 



Quid vis,, iDsane, et quas res agis i improbus orget, 

Iratis prccibuB, tu pulses omoe qaod obstat. 

Ad Mecatoatero memori si mente rccunaa. 

Hoc juvat, ct mcUi eat, non mentiar.— — 

— — Aliena negotia centum 

Per caput, et circa saliunt laius. 

Si vis, potes, addit est iostat. 
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" So eager to expreis youi* love, 
YoQ ne'er consider whom you shove, 
But rudely press before a duke." 
I own, I'm pleas'd with this rebuke, 
And take it kindly ineatit, to show 
What I desire the world should kdOW^ 

I get a whisper, and withdraw ; 
When twenty fools I never saw 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 
Desiring I would stand their friend. 

This humbly offers me his case — 
That begs my interest for a place — 
A hundred other men's affairs, 
Like bees, are humming in my £ars. 
" To-morrow my appeal comes on. 
Without your help, the cause is gone— 
The duke expects my lord and you, 
About some great affair at two— - 
" Put my tord Bolingbroke in mind, 
To get my warrant quickly sign'd ; 
Consider, 'tis my first request." — 
Be satisfy'd, I'll do my best: 
Then preaentlyjhe falls to teaze, 
.*' You may for certain, if you pleaw; 
I doubt not, if his lordship knew— ■ 
And, Mr. Dean, one word from you •— 



SeptitDiu octaTo |»ropioT jam fogctit tninaE, 
£x quo Mecxnas me ctapit babore soorum 
In numeroi diintaxat ad hoc, quem tcdlero rbedi 
Ve]lct, iter &eieii», et en ooncrodcre nagaf. 



* Very hBppUy tamed from " Si iU potw— '' Wakton. 

'Tis 
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lis (let me *ec) t}\xff ytjaya m^4 m^re, 
(October next it wiH he four) 
Since Harley bid me firft attpod,* . 
And chose me for aq..bUQtbte fnend ; 
Would take me in his coacb to chat, 
And questipa me of this and th^^X i '. 



SubjectiOT ill diem et bonm 

Invidix. 

nigidui i rostris ma oat per compita rumor } 

Quknuiqae obriiu est, me cotuulit. — 



* Hie riie and pmgreu of Swift'i intimicj vnth lord^Qsiard ii 
miDottl; dflpiled ia his vtiy Iplcretting Journal to Stella. ^\jid 
Uk reaioni why a (nan, that tervei] a mioistry to effefiiiallj, w^ 
10 tardily, and so difficultly, and ,io poorly rewarded, arc welt 
explaiucd in Sheridan's Life of Swift, and arose principally iroaa 
the iDsuperable aversion the queen had conceived to tfae autluv 
of a Tale oi a Tub as a pro^e bpok j vhicb arerfiop was kept 
lUve and increased by the duchess of ^roersd:, against whois 
Smft had written a lerere lampoon. It appears from this life, 
that lords Oxford and Bolingbroke always kept conceded from 
Switt their inability to lerre him. One of the moM copimon 
artifice! of minitters and great men is la letiiin in tbetc lervice 
tboie whom they cannot levard, and " ipe pascere jaaai i" — 
for year after year. With whatevcrsecretiSwiflaiigbthavebeea 
tmfied, it doei not appear be knew any thing of a defignlo bring 
m the pretender. Swift was a true whig. His political principles 
are amply unfolded in an excellent letter written to Pope, Jan. 20, 
1721 : and indeed they had been sufficiently diiplayed, many 
yean before, in l^e Sentiments of a Church of England Man } a. 
treatise replete with strrag sense, souud principles, apd dmr 
feasoning. Wa&tox. 

TIk real caufe of Swift's dilappoiotinent in bis bopa of fn- 
ferment is explained in Case's Memoirs of Walpole. Both Gay 
and SwifV conceived every thing was to be gained by tbe inbercft 
of Mrs. Howard, to whom they paid inccflaat cottit, Bowlus. 

VOL. XVI. . U As . 
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A» "What's o'clock?" And, "How's the win^r' 

'• Whose chariot'^ that we left behind?" 

Or gravely tnr to read the lines 

Writ underneath the country signs ; • 

Or, " Have you nothing new to-day 

*' From Pope, from Pamell, or from Gay ?" 

Such tattle often entertains 

My lord and me as far as Staines, 

As once a week we travel down, 

To Windsor, ^ncj again to town. 

Where all that passes inter not 

Might be proclaim'd at Charing cross. 

Vet soipe I know with envy swell, 

Because they see me us'd so well : 

'* Hqw think you of our friend the Dean ? 

I wonde]r Avhat some people niean ! 

My lord and he arp grown so great. 

Always together, titi»d,rUtei " 

What! they admire him for his jokes?-— 

See but the fortune of some folks !" 



Tnrantem me idre nihil, miratnr, nt onmn 
Scilicet egre(;ii mortalem altique silentL 
I^rditur hiec inter tniicro lax, non line vstii. 
O n», quando ego te aspiciam ? quaadoquc Ucci>it 



. * Another of tbcir amusemealt in liigse excurnqns coiuiiied 
in toid Oxford and Swift's couotjng tbo poultry od the roadj and 
which crer leckoDcd ihuty'ane first, or saw a cat, or an old wo- 
man, won the game. Bolingbroke qyeitakiag tfaem one day in 
their road to Windsor, got iuto lordOsfwd's coach, and b^M 
fome poliitical converMtion ; lord Oxford wid. " Swift, I am ap; 
there b a cat." Bolingbroke vm dttgiuled wilh ihil Icvltj, aiid 
Tcent again lata his own carriage. This was 

— ' * ' Nngaii et discincti Ivdeie" 
■ith > ^riiQeis. Wabtov. 

There 
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There flies about a strange report 
Of some express arriv'd at court : 
Vm stopp'd by all the foola I meet. 
And catechis'd in every street. 
" Vou, Mr. Deao, .frequent the great: 
Inform us, will the emperor treat? 
Or do the prints and papers lie ?" 
Faith, sir, you know as much as I. 
" Ah, Doctor, how you love to jest ! 
lis now no secret" — I protest 
Tis one to me — " Then tell us, pray. 
When are the troops to have their pay ?" 
And,. though I solemnly declare 
I know no more than my lord niayor> 
Tfaey stand amaz'd, and think me grown 
The closest mortal ever known. 

Thus in a sea of folly tost. 
My choicest hou'Vs of life are lost ; 
Yet always wishing to retreat, 
0, could I see my country seat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook, 
Sleep, or peruse some ancient book ; 
And there in sweet oblivion drown 
Those cares that haunt the court and town.* 



Nunc vetetnm librig, nunc svmno, ct inertibus bom, 
Sucere lolicitK jucuoda abti?ia vit» ? 
O qnaado fiba Pythagorac cognata, umolqiie 
Vncta tati* piogul pcweiituT oliucula lardo I 



* Thai, far was trsDilated by Dr. Swift in 1714. Hm r«- 
nalnbg part of tbe ode was afterward added by Mr. Pape i in 
wboae vorkt the wliole ii printed. See Dr.Warton'i editioo, 
Kd.¥i. p. 13. N 
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HORACE; BOOK IL ODE I. PARAPHBA&ED* 

ADDRESflBD TO RtCHABD STEELE ESQ. 

1714. 

" En qai proinifttt, cives, arbem libi cars, 
Xmperium ibcc, ft: Italiam, k ddabra doornm." 

Hoa. I Sat. tJ. 34, 

OlCK, thou'rt resoEv'd, as I am told, 
Some strange arcana to unfoW, 
And, with the help of Buckley's pen, 

To vamp the goftd old caase again : 
Which thou (such Burnet's shrevd advice is) 
Must furbish up, and nickaoie Crius. 
Thou pompously wilt let us know 
What ail the world knew long ago, 
(E'er since sir William Gore was mayor. 
And Harley fill'd the commotis' chair) 
That we a German prince mast owb, 
When Anne for Heaven resigns her throne. 
But, more than that, thou'It keep a rout 
- With— who is in — and who is out ; 
Thou'It rail devoutly at the peace, 
And. all its secret causes trace, • 

The bucket-play 'twixt whigs and tones. 
Their ups and downs, with fifty stories- 
Of tricks the lord of Oxford knows. 
And errors of our plenlpoes. 

* llus and ibc nut poem were first added to the Dean't 
Wcr&a, fEcua copies in tis& Laobclb Uixujj K. I, % 2^ 3a>' 
■(to. N. • 

Tbou'It 
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' Thoult tell of leagaei among the great, . 
' Portending ruin to our state; 

And of that dreadful coup </' ecAif, . . 

Which has afforded tbee much chat. 
; The queen, forsooth (despotic,) gave 
; Twelve coronets without thy leave J 
' A breach of liberty, 'tis own*d, 
j For which no heads have yet aton'd ! 
! Believe me, what thou'st undertaken 

May bring in jeopardy thy bacon ; 

For madmen, children, wits, and ftxAe^ 
I Should never meddle with edg'd tools. 
[ But, since thou'rt got into the fire, 

Aod canst not easily retire, 

Thou must no longer deal in farce, 
: Nor pump to cobble wicked verse ; 
: Until thou shalt have eas'd thy conscience, 
! Ofspleen, of politics, and noOsense; 
. And, when thou'st bid adieu to cares, 

And settled Europe's grand afi^irs. 

Twill then, perhaps, be worth thy while 

For Drury Lane to shape thy style : 

" To makea pair of jolly fellows. 

The SOD and father, join to tell us, 

How sons may safely disobey. 

And fathers never should say nay ; . 

By which wise conduct they grow frieiwis 

At last — and so the story ends.*" 
When first I knew thee, Dick, thou wert ,' 

Renown 'd for skill in Faustos' art;t 
• This is caid to be a pld of a comedy whli wWch Mr. Steele 

bnioag tlueateoed the tows:— Swift. Id unt pariicolari if 
I would apply to " The ConScioos Loseri." N. 

t There were sonoc tolerable grounds for this reflection, Mr. 
' Sicdehad actually a laboralory at Poplar. N. 

M3 Which 
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Which made thy closet much frequented 
By buxom lasses — some repented 
Their luckless choice of husbands — otbera^ 
Impatient to be like their mothers, 
Receiv'd from thee profound directions 
How best to settle their aflFcctions. 
Thus thou, a friend to the distress'd^ 
Didst ill thy calling do thy best. 

But now the senate (if things bit 
And thou at Stockbridge wert not bit) 
Must feel thy eloquence and fire. 
Approve thy schemes, thy wit admire. 
Thee with immortal honours crown, 
While, patriot like, thou'lt stmt and frown. 

What though by enemies 'tis said, 
The laurel, which adorns thy head. 
Must one day come in competition. 
By virtue of some sly petition; 
Yet mum for that ; hope still the best, 
Nor let such cares disturb thy rest. 

Methinks I hear thee loud as trumpet. 
As bagpipe shrill, or oyster-strumpet ; 
Methinks I see thee, spruce and fine. 
With coat embroider'd richly shine, 
And dazzle all the idol faces, 
As through the hall thy worship paces ; 
(lliough this I speak but at a venture, 
Supposing thou hast tick with Hunter) 
Methinks I see a black-guard rout 
Attend thy coach, and hear them shout 
In approbation of thy tongue, 
Which (in their style) is purely hung. 
Now ! now you carry all before you ! 
Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 

Pretend 
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Pretend to answer one syl-lable, 

Except the matchless hero Abel.* 

What though her highness and her spouse 

Id Antwerp! keep * frugal house. 

Yet, not forgetful of a friend, 

They'll soon enable thee to spend, 

If to Macartney J thou wilt toast, 

And to his pious patron's ghosL 

Now manfully thou'lt run atilt 

" On popes, for all the blood they've spil^ ■ 

For massacres, and rack^ and flames. 

For lands enrich'd by crimson streams. 

For inquisitions taught by Spain, 

Of which the Christian world complain." 

Dick we agree — all's true thou'st said. 
As that my Muse is yet a maid.. 
But, if I may with freedom talk, 

All this is foreign to thy walk : 1 

Thy genius has perhaps a knack 
At trudging in a beaten track. 
But is for state affairs as fit 
As mine for politics and wit 
Then let us both'in time grow wise. 
Nor higher than our talents rise ; 
To some spug cellar let's repair 
From duns and debts, and drown our care ; 
Now quaff of honest ale a quart, 
Now venture at a pint of port ; 
With which inspir'd, we'll club each night 
Some tender sonnet to indite. 
And with Tom D'Urfey, Phillips, Dennis» 
Immortalize our Dolls and Jennys. 

•AbdRopet N. 

t Where tb« duke Of Marlborough tbeo resided. N. , 

S General Macartney, who killed duke Hamilton. N. 
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JDBII OlHMIt, THB IBM.TBklKlt PtMrt's tWnVATIOU 

TO KICBAaD ITEBLB, TUS SBCLUDBl} PARTY WStTBl AH* 

HBMBEt, TO C'OMB AND LIVE WITH HIM 

IS THB HINT. 1714. 

nt to be bound up with Tbb Cti^. 

If thdu canst lay aside a spendthrift's air, 
And condescend to feed on homely fare, 
Such as we Minters, with ragouts unstor'd. 
Will, in defiance of the law, afford : 
Quit thy patrols with Toby's Christmas box, 
And come to me at The Two Fighting Cocks : 
Since printing by subscription now is grown 
The stales't, idlest cheat-abouft the town ; 
And ev'n Charles Gildon, who, a papist bred, 
Has an alarm against that worship spread, 
Is practising those beaten paths of cruising. 
And for new levies on Proposals musing. 

Tistrue, that Bloomsbiiry square's anobleplacc; 
But what are lofty buildings ili thy case r 
What's a fine house embellish 'd to profusidn, 
Where shoulder dabbers are in execution ? 
Or whence its timorous tenant seldom sallies 
But apprehen8i\'fe of insulting bailiifs? 
This once be mindful of a friend's advice. 
And cease to be improvidently nice; 
Exchange the prospects that delude tTiy sight, 
From Highgate's steep ascent and flampsfead's 

height, 
With verdant scenes, that, from St Georgfe'slielJ, 
More durablie "and safe eiyoyinents yield. 

Here 
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Here T, ev*!! I, that ne'er till now could find 
Ease to my troubled and suspicious mind. 
But ever was with jealousies possess'd, 
Am in a state of indolence and rest ; 
Fearful no more of Frenchmen in disguise, 
Nor looking upon strangers as on spies, 
But quite divested of my former spleen. 
Am unprovok*d without, and calm within : 
And herc^I'll wait thy coming, till the sun 
Shall its diurnal course completely run. 
Think not that thou ofsturdy bub shall fail. 
My landlord's cellar stock'd with beer and ale, 
With every sort of malt that is in use, 
And every county's generous produce. 
The ready (for here Christian faith is sick, 
Which makes us seldom trespass upon tick) 
instantly brings the choicest liquors out, 
Whether we ask for homebrew 'd orfor'stout. 
For mead or cider, or, with dainties fed, 
Ring for a flash or two of white or red. 
Such as the drawer will not fail to swear 
Was drunk by Pilkington when third time mayor. 
That name, methinks, so popularly known 
For opposition to the church and crown, 
Might make the Lusitanian grape to pass, 
And almost give a sanction to the glass; 
Especially with thee, whose hasty zeal 
Against the late rejected commerce bill 
Made thee rise up', like an audacious elf. 
To do the speaker honour, not thyself. 

But, if thou soar'st above the common prices,. 
By virtue of subscription to thy Crisis, 
And nothing can godowii with thee but wines 
Prtss'd from Burgu^dian and Campanian vines, 

Bid 
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Bid them be brought; for.thoughlhfttetheFreiKl^ 
I love their liquors, as thou lov'st a weach ; 
Else thou must humble thy expensive taste, < 
And, with us, hold contentmeut for a feast. 

The fire's already lighted ; aod the maid 
Has a clean cloth upon the table laid, 
Who never on a Saturday had struck, 
But for thy entertainment, up a buck. 
Think of this act of grace, which by your leave 
Susan would not have done on Easter kve, 
Had she not been inform'd over and over 
Twas for th' ingenious author of The l^ver. 

Cease therefofe to beguile thyself with hopes, 
Which is no more than making sandy ropes. 
And quit the vain pursuit of loud applause, 
That must bewilder thee in faction's cause. 
Pry'thee what is't to thee who guides the state? 
Why Dunkirk's demolition is so late? 
Or why her majesty thinks fit to cease 
'The din of war, and hush the world to peace? 
The clergy too, without thy aid, can tell 
What texts to choose, and on what topics dwell ; 
And, uninstructed by thy babbling, teach 
Their flocks celestial happiness to reach.. 
Rather let such poor souls as you and I, 
Say that the holidays are drawing nigh, 
And that to tomorrow's sun begins the week, 
Which will abound with store of ale and cake. 
With hams of bacon, and with powder'd beef, 
StufTd to give field-itinerants rehef. 

Then I, who have within these precincts kept. 
And ne'er beyond the chimneysweeper's stept, 
Will take a loose, and venture to be seen, 
Since, 'twill be Sunday, upon Shanks's green ; 

There, 
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There, with erected looks and phrase sublime, 
To talk of unity of place and time, 
And with much malice, mix'd with little satire, 
Explode the wits on t'other side o'th 'water. 

Why has my lord Godolphin's special grace 
Invested me with a queen's waiter's place. 
If I, dcbarr'd of festival delights, 
Am not allow'd to spend the perquisites? 
He's but a short remove from being mad, 
Who at a time of jubilee is sad, 
And, like a griping usurer, does spare, 
His money to be squander'd by his heir; 
Flutter 'd away in liveries and in coaches. 
And washy sorts of feminine debauches. 
As for my part, whate'er the world may think, 
I'll bid adieu to gravity, and drink ; 
And, though I can't put off a woful mien, 
Will be all mirth and cheerfulness within : 
As, in despight of a ceusorious race, 
I most incontinently suck my face. ' 

What mighty projects does not he design, 
Whose stomach flows, and brain turns round with 

wine ? 
Wine, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cit, 
And fashion him to humour and to wit ; 
Makes even S**** to disclose his art, 
By racking every secret from his heart, 
As he flings off" the statesman's sly disguise. 
To name the cuckold's wife with whom he lies. 
Ev'n Sarum, when he quad's it stead of tea, 
Fancies himself in Canterbury's see, 
And S"**** when he carousing reels, 
Imagines that he has regain'd the seals : 
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W****", by virtae of his juice, can fight, 

And Stanhope of commissioners make light. 

Wine gives lord Wingham aptitude of parts. 

And swells him with his family's deserts: 

Whom can it not make eloquent of speech ; 

Whom in extremest poverty not rich ? 

Since, by the means of the prevailing grape, 

Th****n can Lcchmere's warmth not only ape, 

But, half seas oe'r, by its inspiring bouoties. 

Can qualify himself in several counties. 

What I have promis'd, thou may'st rest assur'd, 

Shall faithfully and gladly be procur'd. 

Nay, Tm already better than my word, 

New plates and knives adorn the jovial board : 

And, lest thou at their sight shouldst make wry 

faces, 
The girl has scour'd the pots, and wash'd the glasses, 
Ta'en care so excellently well to clean 'em, 
That thou mayst see thine own dear picture in 'cm. 

Moreover, due provision has been made. 
That conversation may not be betray'd ; 
I have no company but -what is proper 
To sit with the most flagrant whig at supper. 
There's not a man among them but must please, 
Since they're as like each other as are peas. 
Toland and Hare have jointly sent me word. 
They'll come; and Ken net thinks to make a tbir4 
Provided he's no other invitation, 
From men of greater quality and station. 
Room will for Oldmixon and J — s be left: 
But their discourses smell so much of theft. 
There would be no abiding in the room, 
Should two such ignorant pretenders come. 

However 
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However by this trusty bearer vrit^ 
If I should iny other scabs invite ; 
Though if I may my serious judgment give, 
I'm wholly for king Charles's number five : 
That was the stint in which that monarch fix'd, 
Who would not be with noisiness perptex'd ; 
And that, if thou'lt agree to think it best, 
Shall be our tale of beads, without one other guest. 

I've nothing more, now this is said, to say^ . 
But to request thou'lt instantly away, 
And leave the duties of thy present post, 
To some well-skill'd- retainer in a host : 
Doubtless he'll carefully thy place supply. 
And o'er his grace's horses have an eye. 
While tbou, who slunk througli postern more than 

once, 
Dost by that means avoid a crowd of duna, ' 
And, crossing o'er the Tliames at Temple SlJ*irs, 
Leav*st Philips with good words to cheat theirelrs. 



IN SICKNESS. 

waiTTEV in IBBX-AND IN OCTOBBR 17H. 

'TiS true — then why should I repine 
To see my life so fast decline ? 
But why obscurely here alone, 
Where I am neither lov'd nor known ? 
My state of health none care to learn ; 
My life is here no soul's concern: 
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And those with whom I now converse 
Without a tear will tend my hearse. 
Remov'd from kind Arbuthnot's aid, 
Who knows his art hut not his trade, 
Preferring his regard for me 
Before his credit, or his fee. 
Some formal visits, looks, and words, 
What mere humanity affords, 
I meet perhaps from three or four, 
From whom I once expected more; 
Which those who tend the sick for pay 
Can act as decen,tly as they: 
But no obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 
My life is now. a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my oWn. 

Ye formal weepers for the sick, 
In your last offices be quick ; 
And spare my absent friends the grief 
To hear, yet give me no relief; 
Expir'd to day, intomh'd to morrow. 
When known, will save a double sorrow. 



THE FABLE OF THE BITCHES. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1715. 
ON AN ATTEMPT TO BBPEA.t. TfiB TBST ACT. 

A BITCH that was fall pregnant grown, 

By all the dogs and curs in town. 
Finding her ripen'd time was come. 
Her litter teeming from her womb, 

Went 
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Went here and there, and every where, 
To find an easy place to lay her. 

At length to Music's house* she came, 
And begg'd like one both blind and lame j 
" My only friend, my dear," sard she, 
" You see 'tis mere necessity 
Hath sent me to your house to whelp : 
I die if you refuse your help." 

With fawning whine, and rueful tone. 
With' artful sigh, and feigned groan, 
With couchant cringe, and flattering tale. 
Smooth Bawtyt did so far prevail, 
That Music gave her leave to Htter; 
(But mark what foUow'd — faith ! she bit her) 
Whole baskets fiill of bits and scraps, 
And broth enough to fill her paps ; 
J'or, well she knew, her numerous brood. 
For want of milk, would suck her blood. 

But when she thought her pains were done, 
And now 'twas high time to be gone; 
In civil terms, — '• My friend," said she, 
" My house you've had on courtesy ; 
And now I earnestly desire, 
That you would with your cubs retire; 
Por, should you stay but one week longer, 
I shall be starved with cold and hunger." 
The guest reply'd— "My friend, your leave 
I must a little longer crave ; 
■ Stay till my tender cubs can find 
Their way — for now, you see, they're blind ; 
But, when we've gather'd strength, I swear, 
We,ll to our bam again repair." 

* The Church of Englnnd. H 

I A Scotch name for a bitch, ailuffiag to the kirk. 

Her 
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The time pasa'd on ; and Music cane, 
Her kennel once again to claim ; . 
But JBawty, loit to ahame and honour, 
Set all her cubs at once upon lier ; 
Made her retire, and quit her right. 
And loudly cry'd — " A bit? ! bite !" 

THE MORAL. 

Thus did the Grecian wooden horse 
Conceal a fatal armed force : 
No sooner brought within the walls, 
But Ilium's lost and Friam falls. 



HORACE, BOOK III. ODE II. 

TO XHB EABL OP OXPOBO, LATE LORD TBBASDBBl. 

■ntT TO BIH -VHSV IN TBB TOWSB, l?l6. 

rlOW blest is he, who for his country' dies, 
Since death pursues the coward as he flies? 
The youth in vain would fly from Fate's attack. 
With trembling knees and Terror at his back; 
ThoughFearshouldlendhimpinions like the wind. 
Yet swifteir Fate will seize htm from behind. 

Virtue reputs'd, yet knows not to repine ; 
But shall with unattainted honour shine; 
Nor stoops to take the staff,* nor lays it down, 
Just as the rabble please to smile or frowo. 

Virtue, to crown her favourites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten passage so the sky ; 
* The enuga of the lord treaaorer't office. H, 

Where 

Diailizo/bvCoOylc 



HORACE^ BOOK III. ODE II. 177 

Where Jove a seat among the gods will give 

To those who die, for meriting to live. 

Next faithful Silence hath a sure reward; 
Within our breast be every secret barr'd ! 
He, who betrays his friend, shall never be 
Under one roof, or in one ship with me. 
For who with traitors would his safety trust, 
Lest with the wicked. Heaven involve the just? - 
And, though the viUian 'scape a while, he feels 
Slow Vengeance, like a bloodhound at his heels. 



PHYLLIS; / 



/ 



Desponding Phyiiis was endued 

With every talent of a prude; 

She trembled when a man drew near; 

Salute her, and she tum'd her ear : 

If o'er against her you were plac'd, 

She durst not look above your waist: 

She'd rather take you to her bed, 

Than let you see her dress her head ; 

In church you hear her, through the crowd, 

Repeat the absolution loud : 

In church, secure behind her fan, 

She durst behold that monster man : 

There practis'd how to place her head, 

And bite her lips to make them red ; 

Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling. 

Would lift her eyes up to the ceiling, 

VOL. XVI. ' N An 
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And heave her bosom unaware. 

For neighbouring beaux to see it bare. 

At length a lucky lover came, 
And found admittance to the dame. 
Suppose alt parties now agreed, 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd. 
The vicar and the ring bespoke : 
. Guess, how could such a match be broke ? 
See then what mortals place their bliss in ! - 
Next morn by times the bride was missing: 
The mother scream'd, the father chid ; 
Where can this idle weiich be bid? 
No news of Phyl ! the bridegroom came, 
And thought his bride had skulk'd for shame; 
Because her father us'd to say, 
The girl had such a bashful way ! 

Now John the butter must be sent 
To learn the road that Phyllis went : 
The groom was wiah'd to saddle crop ; 
For John must neither light nor stop, 
But find her, wheresoe'er shefied. 
And bring her back alive or dead. 

See here again the devil to do ! 
For truly John was missing too : 
The horse and pillion both were gone ! 
Phyllis it seems, was fled with John. 

Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phyl had left behind, 
A letter on the toilet sees, 
To my much honour'd father — these— 
(Tis always done, romances tell us, 
When daughters run away with fellows) 
FiU'd with the choicest commonplaces, 
By other's us'd in the like cases. 

" That ] 
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" That long ago a fortuneteller 
Exactly said what now befel her ; 
And in a glass had made her see 
A serving-man of low degree. 
It was her fate, must be forgiven ; 
For marriages were made in Heaven : ' 
His pardon begg'd ; but, to be plain, 
She*d do't if 'twere to do again : 
Thank'd God, 'twas neither shame nor sin ; 
For John was come of honest kin. 
Love never thinks of rich and poor : 
She'd beg with John from door to door. 
Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 
She'll never do't another time. 
She ne'er before in all her life 
Once disobey'd him, maid nor wife. 
One argument she summ'H up all in, 
The thing was done, and past recalling ; 
And therefore hop'd she should recover 
His favour, when his passion's over. 
She valued not what others thought her. 
And was — his most obedient daughter." 
Fair maidens all attend the Muse, 
Who now the wandering pair pursues: 
Away they rode in homely sort, 
Their journey long, their money short ; 
The loving couple well bemir'd ; 
The horse and both the riders tir'd : 
Their victuals bad, their lodging worse ; 
Phyl cry'd ! and John began to curse : 
Phyl wish'd that she had strain'd a limb. 
When first she vcntur'd out with him ; 
John wish'd, that he had broke a leg. 
When first for her be quitted Peg. 

n2 But 
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But what adventures more befel thein. 
The Muse has now no time to tel! them ; 
How Johnny wheedled, threateo'd, fawn'd, 
Till Phj'Uis all her trinkets pawn'd : ' 
How oft she broke her-maniage vows 
In kindness to maintatu her spouse, 
Till swains unwholesome spoil'd the trade; 
For now the Surgeons must be paid. 
To whom those perquisites are gone, 
In Christian justice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew scarce. 
Fate put a period to the farce, 
And with exact poetic justice ; 
For John was landlord, Phyllis hostess; 
They keep, at Staines, the Old Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 



AD AMICUM ERUDITUM 
THOMAM SHERIDAN. 1717- 

XJELICIjE Sheridan Musarum, dulcls amice. 
Sic tibi propitius Perinessi ad flumen Apollo 
Occurrat, seu te mimuni convivia rident, 
^quivocosque sales spargis, seu ludere versu 
Malles ; die, Sheridan, quisnam fuit ille deorum, 
Quae melior uatura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium pueroruin, atque ima cerebri 
Scrutandi? Tibi uascenti ad cunabula Pallas 
Astitit; & dixit, mentis prassaga futurje, 
Heu, puer infellx ! nostro sub sidere natus ; 
Nam tu pectus eris sine corpore, corporis umbra ; 

Sed 
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Sed levitate umbram superabis, voce cicadam: 
Musca femur, palmas tibtmua dedtt, ardea crura. 
Corpore sed tenui tibi quod oatura negarit. 
Hoc aaitni dotes supplebunt ; teque docente, 
Nee longiim tempus, surget tibi docta jiiventus, 
Artibus egregiis animas instructa novellas. 
Grex liinc Pteonius venit, ecce, salutifer orbi ; 
Ast, illi causasorant; bis infula visa est 
Divinam capiti node constringere mitram. 

Natalis te horffi non fallunt signa, sed usque 
Conscius, expediaspucroseu Ixtus Apolto 
Nascent! arrisit ; sive ilium frigidus borror 
Saturni premit, aut septem inflavere trioues. 

Quin tu alt^ penitusque latentia semina cemis, 
QuEeque dju obtundeudo o)im sub luniinis auras 
Erumpent, promis ; quo ritu saep^ puella 
Sub cinere hesterno sopitos suscitat ignes. 

Tedominumagnoscitquocunquesubaerenatus: 
Quos indnlgentis nimium custodia matris 
Pessundat: nam sfep^ vides in stipite matrem. 

Aureus at ramus, venerandas dona Sibyllae, 
^neffi sedes tantilm patefecit Avernas ; 
Scepfe puer, tua quern tetigit semel aurea virga, 
Etcoelum, terrasque videt, noctemqueprofundam. 



HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE IX. 

ADDBESSED TO ARCHBISUOP KING. 1718' 

V tllTUE conceal'd within our breast 
Is inactivity at best : 



But never shall the Muse endure 
To let your virtues lie obscure; 

n3 
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Or suffer Envy to conceal 

Your labours for the public weal. 

Within your breast all wisdom lies, 

Either to govern or advise ; 

Your steady soul preserves her frame, 

In good and evil times the same. 

Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud, 

Stand in your sacred presence aw'd ; 

Your hand alone from goid abstains. 

Which drags the slavish world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I own, 
Whose fortune is not overgrown ; 
And happy he who wisely knows 
Tonse the gifts that Heaven bestows ; 
Or, if it please the Powers Divine, 
Can suffer want and not repine. 
The man, who infamy to shun 
Into the arms of death would run ; 
That man is ready to defend, 
With life, his country or his friend. 



A MOTTO FOR MR. JASON HASARD, 

WOOLI,RN-DBAPEfi IN DUBLIN; 
WHOiX ilGM WAB THB OOLDKS PISIO. 

Jason, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchis brought the golden Fleece : 
We comb the wool, refine the stuff, 
Tor modern Jasons, that's enough. 
O ! could we tame yon watchful dragon,* 
Old Jiwon would have less to brag on. 
* EogUnd. H. 
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TO MR. DELANY, Nov. 10, 1718. 

To you whosfe virtues, I mu^t own 
With shame, I have too lately kttowu; 
To you hy art and nature taught 
To be the man I long have sought, 
Had not ill Fate, perverse and blind, 
Plac'd you in life too far behind : 
Or, what I should repine at more, 
Plac'd me in life too far before : 
To you the Muse this verse bestows. 
Which might as well have been in prose ; 
No thought, no fancy, no sublime, 
But simple topics told in rhyme. 

Talents for conversation fit 
Are humour, breeding, sense, and wit : 
The last, as boundless as the wind, 
Is well conceiv'd, though not defin'd : 
For, sure by wit is chiefly meant 
Applying well what we invent 
What humour is, not all the tribe 
, Of logicmongera can describe; 
Here nature only acts her part, 
Unhelp'd by practice, books, or art : 
For wit and humour differ quite ; 
That gives surprise, and this delight. 
Humour is odd, grotesque, and wild, 
Only by affectation spoil'd : 
Tis never by invention got, 
Men have it when they know it not. 

Our conversation to refine, 
Humour and wit must both combine : 

n4 I 
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From both we learn to rally well, 
Wherein sometimes the French excel; 
Voiture, in various tights, displays 
That irony which turns to praise: 
His genius first found out the rule 
For an obliging ridicule : 
He flatters with peculiar air 
The brave, the witty, and the fair ; 
And fools would fancy he intends 
A satire where he most commends.* 

But as a poor pretending beau, 
Because he fain would make a show. 
Nor can arrive at silver lace, 
Takes up with copper in the place : 
So, the pert dunces of mankind, 
Wheneer they would be thought refin'd, 
As if the difference lay abstruse 
Twixt raillery and gross abuse ; 
To show their parts, will scold and rail, 
Like porters o'er a pot of ale. 
Such is that clan of boisterous bears. 
Always together by the ears ; 
Shrewd fellows and arch wags, a tribe 
Tiiat meet for nothing but a gibe ; 

* These lines are perfectly cbsract eristic of Voilurc, who vn% 
famous for introducing new and easy graces into the French lan- 
guage, and giving a more agreeable turn to many trite and fami- 
liar modes of expression, by a happincfs peculiar to himself. Hi» 
irony has been particularly admired for its singularity ^nd addrai. 
He, as wellasihecourliy Waller, was the poetof the fair j and both 
haveceltbratfd thecharming Couniessof Carlisle.* It has been 
observed, that few authors have suffered so much by translation ai 
Voiture. His native beauties arc of too delicatea kiod to becopied 
in a foreign language. 

*Itappean,byVoitiire'B Letters, that be wss in EogkndJD 1633. 

Who 
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Who first run one another down, 
And then fall foul on all the town ; 
Skill'd in the horselaugh and dry rub. 
And call'd by excellence The Club. 
I mean your Butler, Dawson, Car, 
All special friends, and always jar. 

The mettled and the vicious steed 
Differ as little in their breed ! 
Nay, Voiture is as like Tom Leigh, 
As rudeness is to repartee. 

If what you said I wish unspoke, 
Twill not sutfice it was a joke ; 
Reproach not, though in jest, a friend 
For those defects he cannot mend j 
His lineage, calling, shape, or sense, 
If nam'd with scorn, gives just offence. 

What use in life to make men fret, 
Part in worse humour than ■they met? 
Thus all society is lost. 
Men laugh at one another's cost ; 
And half the company is teaz'd 
That came together to be pleas'd : 
For all buffoons have most in view 
To please themselves, by vexing you. 

You wonder now to see me write 
So gravely on a subject light ; 
Some part of what I here design 
Regards a friend • of yours and mine; 
Who neither void of sense nor wit, 
Yet seldom judges what is fit, 
But sallies oft beyond his bounds. 
And takes unmeasurable rounds. 

When jests are carried on too far, 
And the loud laugh begins the war, 
* Dr. Sheridao. H. 
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You keep your counteoauce for shame, 

Yet still you think your friend to blame : 

For though men cry they love a jest, 

'Tis but when others stand the test ; 

And (would you have their meaning known) 

They love a jest that is their own. 

You must although the point be nice. 

Bestow your friend some good advice ; 

One hint from you will set him right, 

And teach him how to be poUte. 

Bid him like you observe with care. 

Whom to be hard on, whom to spare ; 

Nor indistinctly to suppose 

All subjects like Dan Jackson's nose.* 

To study the obliging jest, 

By reading those who teach it best ; 

For prose I recommend Voiture's, 

For verse (I speak my judgment) yours. 

He'll find the secret out from thence. 

To rhyme all day without oflFence ; 

And I no more shall then accuse 

The flirts of his ill-manner'd muse. 

If he be guilty, you must mend him ? 
If he be innocent^ defend him. 



# Which wai afEerward the isbject of several poems by Df. 
Swift and otben. H. 
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A LEFT-HANDED LETTER 

TO DB. SBEBIDAN,* 1718. 

DELANYrcporta it, and he has a shrewd tongue, 
That we both act the part of the clown and the 

cowdung ; 
We lye cramming ourselves, and are ready to burst. 
Yet still are no wiser than we were at first. 
Pudet hasc opprobria, I freely must tell ye, 
Et diet potuisse, et mnpotuisse refelli. 
Though Deiany advis'd you to plague me no 

longer. 
You reply and rejoin like Hoadly of Bangor; 
I must now, at one sitting, pay off my old score ; 
How many to answer ? One, two, three or four, 
But, because the three former are long ago past, 
I shall, for method sake, begin with the last. 
You treat me like a boy that knocks down his fo^ 
Who, ere t'other gets up, demands the rising blow. 
Yet I know a young rogue, that, thrown flat on 

the field, 
Would, as he lay under, cry out Sirrah ! yield. 
So the French when our generals soundly did pay 

them, 
Went triumphant to church, and sang stoutly Te 

So the famousToaiLeigh, when quite run aground. 
Comes oflF by outlaughing the company round : - 

* The bantioar of 4bis poem is partly lost, by the impossibilhy 
of piindng it left-banded as it was wtitten. H. 

la 
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In every vile pamphlet yftu'Il read the same fancies, 
Having thus overthrown all our farther advances. 
My offers of peace you ill understood : 
Friend Sheridan, when will you know your own 

good r 
Twas to teach you in moderate language your 

duty ; 
For, were you a dog, I could not be rude t'ye; 
As a good quiet soul, who no mischief intends 
To a quarrelsome fellow, cries. Let us be friends. 
But we like Anteus and Hercules fight. 
The oftener you fall, the oftener you write ; 
And ril use you as he did that overgrown clown, 
I'll first take you up, and then take you down: 
And, -'tis your own case, for you never can wound 
The worst dunce in your school, till he's heav'd 

from the ground. 

I beg your pardon for using my left hand, but 
I was in great haste, and the other hand was em- 
ploy'd at the same lime in writing some letters of 
business, — I will send you the rest when I have 
leisure: but praycome to dinner with the company 
you met here last. 



TO DR. SHERIDAN, 1718. 

W HATE'ER your predecessors taught us, 
1 have a great esteem for Plautus ; 
And think your boys may gather there-hence 
More wit and humour than from Terence; 

But 
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But as to comic Aristophanes, 

The rogue too vicious and too prophane is. 

I went in vain to look for Eupolis 

Down in the strand ,* just where the New Pole is ; 

For I can tell you one thing, that I can, 

You will not find it in the Vatican. 

He and Cratinus us"d, as Horace says, 

To take his greatest grandees for asses. 

Poets, in those days, us'd to venture high; 

But these are lost full many a century. 

Thus you may see, dear tVieod, expsde hence, 

My judgment of the old comedians. 

Proceed to tragics : first, Euripides 
(An author where I sometimes dip a-days) 
la rightly censur'd by the Stagirite, 

Who says, his numbers do not fadge aright. <^ 

A friend of mine that author despises ■» 

So much, he swears the very best piece is, > 

For aught he knows, as bad as Thespis's ; J ' 

And that a woman, in these tragedies, 
Commonly speaking, but a sad jade is. 
At least, I'm well assur'd, that no folk lays 
The weight on him they do on Sophocles. 
But, above all, I prefer jEschylus, 
Whose moving touches, when they please kill us. 

And now I find my Muse but ill able. 
To hold out longer in trissyllable. 
I chose those rhymes out for their difficulty; 
Will you return as hard ones if I call t'ye ? 

I Tbe ftct may not be true ; but the rbjme cost me some 
trouble. Swift. 
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DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 1718. 

J3eAR Dean, since in cruxes and ptats you and I 

deal, 
Fray why is a woman a sieve and a riddle ? 
Tis a thought that came into my noddle this 

morning, 
In bed as I lay, Sir, a tossing and turning. 
You'll find, if you read but a few of your histories, 
All women, as Eve, all women are mysteries. 
To find out this riddle I know you'll be eager, 
And make every one of the sex a Belphegor. 
But that will not do, for I mean to commend them: 
I swear without jest I an honour intend them. 
In a sieve, Sir, their ancient extraction I quite tell, 
In a riddle I give you their power and their title- 
This I told you before : do you know what I mean, 

sir? 
"Not I, by my troth, sir." — ^Then read it again, sir. 
The reason I send you these lines of rhymes double 
Is purely through pity, to save you the trouble 
Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did last, 
When your Pegasus canter'd in triple, and rid fast. 
As for my little nag, which I keep at Parnassus, 
With Phoebus *s leave, to run with his asses, 
He goes slow and sure, and he never is jaded. 
While your fiery steed is whipp'd, spurr'd, basti- 

naded. 
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THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

In reading your letter alone in my hackney, 
Your damnable riddlemy poor brainsdidracknigb. 
And when with much labour the matter I crackt, 
I found you mistaken in matter of fact. 

A woman's no sieve (for with that you begin) 
Because she lets out more than e'er she takes in. 
And that she's a riddle can never be right, 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. 
But, grant her a sieve, I can say something archer ; 
Pray what is a man r he's a fine linen searcher. 
Now tell me a thing that wants interpretation, 
What name for a maid, * was the first man's 

damnation ? 
Ifyour worship will please to explainme this rebus, 
I swear froih hence forward you shallbemy Phoebus. 

Fr<Hii my hackn^ coacb, Sept. 11, 
17l8,past 13 at oooa. 



DR. SHERIDAN'S REPLY TO THE DEAN. 

Don't tWnk these few lines which I send, a 

reproach, 
From my muse in a car, to your muse in a coach. 



DolizodbvGoOglc 



Ifia SWIFTS POEMS. 

The great God of poems delights in a car, 
Which makes him so bright that we see him from 

far; 
For were he mew'd up in a coach, 'tis allow'd 
We'd see him no more than we see thro' a cloud. 

You know to apply this — I do not disparage 
Your lines, but I say they're the worse for tlie 

carriage. 
Now, first, you deny that a woman's a sieve; 
I say that she is ; What reason d'ye give ? 
Because she lets out more than she takes in. 
Is't that you advance for't ? you are still to begin. 
Your major and minor I both can refute, 
I'll teach you hereafter with whom to dispute. 
A sieve keeps in half, deny't if you cati. 
D. Adzucks, Imistookit, who thought of the bran? 
I tell you in short, sir, you should* have a pair o' 

stocks 
Forthinkingto palm on your friend such aparadox. 
Indeed, I confess, at the close you gr«v better. 
But you light from your coach when you finish'd 

your letter. 
Your thing which you say wants interpretation, 
What's name for a maiden — the first man's dam- 
nation F 
A damsel — Adam's hell — ay, there I have hit it. 
Just as you conceiv'd it, just so have I writ it. 
Since thisl'vediscover'd, I'll makeyoutoknowit. 
That now I'm your Phcebus, arid you are my poet. 
But if you interpret the two lines that follow, 
I'll again be your poet, and you my Apollo. 

* Begging pardon for the expreauon to a dignilaiy of tliB 
church, S. 

Why 
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PB. SHERIDAV TO THE D^AEt. IM- 

Vhy a noble lord's dog, ami my scbod-houtf tl^^ 

weather, 
Make .op the best catch when they'f^ Jf^npl'^ to* 

gether? ' , 

Prom mj' Ringundcar, Sept. 12, * 

1718, past 5 in the moraine, 
on a repetitioD da^. 



TO THE SAME. 

9T X>E. JBHBRIDJUT. 

Ill, 13 o'clock at Noon, 

O. S. Oeccmbci L8, 1716. ' 

iTERHAPS you may wonder, I send you so soon 
Another epistle ; consider 'tis noon. y 

For alibis acquaiDtan^e well know that friend Tom 

is, 
Whenever b« makes one, as good as his promise. 
Kow PbocbuB exalted »its high on his thron«, 
Dividing tbe heav'na, d.ividing my crown, 
Into poems and business, my skull's split in two^ 
One side for the lawyers, and t'other for, you. 
With my left eye I see you sit snug in your stall, 
Withmy right rmatt^ndiagthelawyersthatscrawU 
With ray left I behold your bellower a cur chase ; 
With my right I'm a reading my deeds for a 

purchase, 
^fy left ear's attending the hymns of the choir, 
My right ear is stunn'd wtth the noise of the crier, 
vol. xvt, o My 
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My right hand's Inditing these lines to your 

reverence. 
My left i» indenting fqr me and heirs ev?r-hence, 
Althoi^gh in myself I'm divided iq two, 
Pwf I>ean, I shall pe'c^ be; diyjded from ^o^ 



STELLA'S BIRTH DAT(=, 
HASCU 13, iris-ifi. 

Stella thid day is thirty-four, 
(We sha'f^'t dispute a year or more) 
However Stella, be not troubled. 
Although thy size and years a^-e doubled 
Since iirst I saw thee at sixteen, 
The brigjite^t virgin on the green : 
So little is thy form declin'd ; 
Made up so largely in thy mind. 

O, wopld it please the gods to split 
Thy beauty, size, and years, and wit ! 
No age could furnish out a pair 
Oi' nymphs so graceful, wise, and fair ; 
With lialf the lustre of your eyes, 
With half your wit, your years, and size. 
And then, before-it grew too late, 
How should I beg of gentle Fate, 
(That either nymph might have her simn) 
tTo split my worship too in twain '. 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN. • 

■IB, Dec. 14, 1719, Ninealiilgbt. 

It is impossible to know by your letter whether 

the wine is to be bottled to-morrow, or no. 
If it be, or be not, why did not you, in plain 

English tell us so ? 
For my part, it was by mere chance I came to sit 

witli the ladies f.this night. 
And if they had not told me there was a letter 

from you ; and your man Alexander had not 

gone, and come back from the deanery; and the 

boy here had not been sent, to let Alexander 

know I was here; I should have missed the 

letter outright. 
Truly i don't know who's bound to be sendin^f 

for corks to stop yourbottlcs, witha vengeance. 
Make a page of your own age, and send your man 

Alexander to buy corks; for Saunders already 

has gone about ten jaunts. 
Mrs. Dingley and Mrs. Johnson say, truly they 

don't care for your wife's company, though they 

like your wine ; but they had rather have it at 

their ow^ house to drink in quiet. 
However they own it is very civil in Mrs. Sheridan 

to make the o^er; and they .cannot deny it. 
I wish Alexander safe at St Catherine's to-nvght, 

with all my heart aod soijl, upon my word and 

honour : 

* Id tbii letter, (hoqgh nrlcten io pnwe, tbe reader, upon ex,- 
unining, will find each second sentence rhj'mci to (be former. If. 
t Mn. Jtdinlon and Mri, Dingley, F. 

S But 

DiailizodbvGoOglf 



196 switt's pqeks, 

But I think it base in you to send a poor fellow 
outsoiateat this time of year, when one would 
not turn out a dog that one valued ; I appeal tq 
your friend Mr. Connor. 

I would present my humble service to my lady 
Mountcashel ; but truly I thought she woald 
have made advances to have b^en acqttainted 
with me, as she pretended. 

But now T can write no more, for you see plainly 
my paperiseoded. 

1 R S. 

J wish, when you |irated, your letter you'd dated; 
^uch plague it created. { scolded and rated; 
IVIy soul is much grated ; foryour mau I long waited, 
I think you are fated, like a bear to be baited: - 
four m^n i,i belated : the case I have stalled ; 
And me you have cheated, My stable's unsifted, 
Come back t' us well freighted. 
I remember my late head.; and wi^h you tf^ijsjate^t 
Tor teasing me. 

2 P.S- 
Mrs. Dingley desires me sitigly 

Her service to present you ; hopes that will coii'. 

tent you ; 
But Johnson medam is grown a aad dame, 
For waiit of your converse, arid cannot send one 

verae. 

3 P.S. 

You keep such a twattliiig mth you and yoir 

bottling ; 
But I see the si\m total, we shall ne'er have abottle; 
The long and the short, we shall not have a quart. 
1 wish you would sign't, that we have .a pint. 

For 



D,a,l,zt!dbvG00g|l 



• J 



f 



Foi-ali your coUoguiag,* I'd begladofakDoggiDi-f 
But I doubt 'tis a sham ; you woot give us a dram. 
^s of shine aWouth moon-ful, you wont part with 

a spoonful, 
And I must be himblc, If I can fill my thimble, 
Vou s^e I wont stop, till I Come to a drop ; 
fiut I doubt the oracatum, is a poor supernaculum ; 
Though perhaps you may tell it, for a grice if we 

imell it. ' .SfELLA. 



t)R. SHERIDAN'S ANSWER. 

I'D have you to know, as sure as you're, dean, 

On Thursday my cask of Obrien I'll drain ; 

If my wife is not williug, I say she's a quean; 

And my right to the cellar, egad> I'll maintain 

As bravely as 9ny that fought at Dunblain : 

Go teli her it over and over again. 

I hope, as I ride to the town^ it won't rain ; 

For, should it, I fear it will cool my hot brain, 

Entirely extinguish my poetic vein ; 

And tiien I should be as stupid as Kain, 

Who preach'd on three heads, though he mentiou'd 
but twain. 

Now Wardel's in haste, and begins to complain; 

Your most humble servant, dear sir, I remain^ 

T.S— ^. 
Get Helsham, Walmsley, Delany, 
And some Grattans, if lh?re be any:J 
Take care you do not bid too many, 

* AphrateusediaIrel>DdroraipMionaBppKiiaDc«ofl:i[idiieu 
vithout sincerity. F. 
t A oame used in Ireland for tbe English qaartem. F. 
J i. «. in Dablb, f« ihey were country dergy. F. 

3 j>B. iwift'i 
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19t »VirT's roEii*. 

DR. SWIFT'S Kt?lX. 

XiiE verses you sent on your bottling your wine 
Were, in every one's judgment, exceedingly fine; 
And I must confess, as a dean and divine, 
I think you insptr'd by the Muses all nine. 
I nicely examin'd them evety line, 
Andthe worst of them all likeabarndoordidshine; 
O, that Jove would give me such a talent as thine ! 
With Delany or Dan I would scorn to combine. 
I know they have many a wicked design ; 
And, give Satan his due, Dan begins to refine. 
However, I wish, honest comrade of mine. 
You would really on Thursday leave St, Catharine,* 
M'here I hear you are cramm'd every day like a 

swine ; 
With me you'l! no more have a stomach to dine, 
Nor after your victuals lie sleeping supine: 
So I wish you were toothless, like lord Masseilne. 
But, were you as wicked an lewd Aretiae, 
I wish yoii would tell me which way you incline, 
if, when you return, your road you don't line. 
On Tliursday I'll pay my respects at yourshrii)^ 
Wherever you bend, wherever yo^twin^ 
In square, or in opposite circle, cr Irine. 
Your beef will on Thursday be salter than brii^ 
I hope you have swili'd, with ijew milk from the 

kine. 
As much as tin Liffee's outdone by the Rhine; 
And Dan shall be with us, with bosc aquiline. 

^TheKatofbdjrMountaibe) lear Dublin. F. 
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STELUl'S BiaTJS-DAr, jsj) 

tiy6i do not come bdctc, we shall weep out oUr 

eyh^i 
Or niay your gown never be good Liithennc. 
The b^ef you havfc got, t hear, ii a bhine: 
But, if tob many come, your madam will wtiiiiej 
And then yoii may kiss the tow end of heir ipin^ 
But enough of this poetry Alexandrine : 
t hope you will not think this a pasquine: 



STELLA'S BIRTH DAY. 1719-20: 

A.LL travelier-a at first incliBC 

Where'er they aee the fairest sign: 

And if they find the chambers heat» 

And like the liquor and the m^at, 
I Will call again, and recommend; 

The Angel Inn to every friend. 
j What thougll the painting grows decay M; 
I Tbe house will never lose its trade: 

Nay, though Uie treacherous tapster Thoma^i 

Hangd a. new Aiigel two doors from us, 

As fine as dauber's hands caii make it. 

In hopes that strangers niay mistake It, 

We think it both a shame ahd siti 

To quit the true old Aiigel Inti. 
Now this is Stella's ca^e iii fact, 
i An angel's face a little crack'd, 
' Could poets oi* cdilld painters .fix 

llow ahg^s look at thirty-six: 

This drew ui in at first to fiud 

in sticha forrn an angel's mind; 

And every virtue now supplies 

The fainting rays of Stella's eyjci. 

4 Se« 



L 
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See at her levee crowding swaias. 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and sense, 
And puts theni but to sMall expense; 
Their mind so plentifully fills. 
And makes such reasonable bills, 
So little gets for what she gives, 
"VVe really wonder how she lives! 
And had her stock been less, no doubt 
She must have long ago run out. 

Then who can think we'll quit the place, 
When Doll hangs out a newer face? 
Or stop and light at Cloe's head. 
With scraps and leavings to be fed? 

Then, Cloe, still go on to prate 
Of thirty-six and thirty-eight; 
Pursue your trade of scandal-picking, 
Your hints, that Stella is no chicken ; 
Your innuendoes, when you tell us. 
That Stella lovek to talk with fellows: 
And let me warn you to believe 
A truth, for which your.soul should grievf; 
That should you live to see the day, \' 

When Stella's locks must all be gray. 
When agehiust print a furrow'd trace 
On every feature of her face; 
Though you, and all your senseless tribe. 
Could art, or time, or nature bribe, ' . 

To make you look like Beauty's Queen, 
And hold for ever at fifteen; 
No bloom of yoiith'can ever blind 
The cracks and wrinkles or your mihdl' 
All men of sense will pass your door, 
And crowd to St'eUa''s at fouTSCorc, 
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TO STEtLA; ^ ; 

WHO COLLECTBO AND TIBAHSCBIItab Ht^ 
POEMS, 1720. 

As, when a lofty pHe is raiit'd, 
We never hear the workilieii praised, 
Who bring the lime, or place the ston^ 
But all admire Inigo Jones: 
So, if this pile of scatter'd rhymes 
Should be approf'd ih aftertimes; 
If it Uoth pleases and endures, 
ITiC m^irit and the praise, are yoiirs. 

Thou, Stella, wfcrt no longer youDg, 
When first for the6 rtiy harp was Strang 
Without one Word of Cupid's darts, 
Of killing eyes, or bleeding hearts; 
With Friendship and Esteem possest, 
I ne'er admitted Love a guest. 

In all the habitudes of hfe, 
The friend, the miytress, and the^ wife, 
Variety we still pursue, 
In pleasure seek for softiething new ; 
Or else, comparing with the rest, 
Take comfort, that our own is bell; 
The best we value by the worst, 
As tradesmen show their trash at' first; 
But his pursuits are at an end, 
Whom Stefla chooies for a fiiefid. 

A poet staJTing in a gafi'et, 
Conning all topics like a patrol, 
Invokes his Mistttfss and hi* Muse, 
And stays at home for want of »hoes : 

Should 
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Should but his Muse descendiiig Ardp 

A slice of bread and muttou-chop ; 

Or kindly, when his credit's out. 

Surprise him with a pint of stout; 

Or patch his broken stocking soals^ 

Or send him in a peck of coals ; 

Exalted in his mighty mind, 

He ^ies, and leaves the stars behind i 

Counts all his labours amply paid, ] 

Adores her for the timely aid. 

Or, should a porter make inquiries 
For Chloe, Sylvia, Phyllis, Iris; 
Be told the lodging, lane, and sign, 
The bowers that hold those nymphs diving} 
Fair Chloe, would perhaps be found 
With footmen tippling under ground ; 
Th.e charming Sylvia beating flax. 
Her shoulders mark'd with bloody tracks i 
Bright Phyllis mending ragged smocks; 
And radiant Iris in the pox. 
These are the goddesses enroU'd 
In Curll's collection, new and old, 
Whose scoundrel fathers would not know 'eio/ 
If they should meet them in a poem* 

True poets can depress and raise, 
Ate lords of infamy and praise; 
They are not scurrilous in satire. 
Nor will in panegyric flatter. 
Unjustly poets we asperse ; 
Truth shines the brighter clad in verse, 
And all the fictions they pursue 
Do but insinuate what is tru^. 

Now, should my praises owe their truth. 
To beauty, dress, or paint or youth^ 

What 



TO STILLA. 

What stoics call without our power. 
They could not be ensurM an hour: 
'Tvere grafting on an annual stock, 
That must our expectation mock. 
And, making one luxuriant shoot, 
Die the next year for want of root: 
Before I could my verses bring, 
Perhaps you're quite another thing. 

So Ma:viu», when he drain'd-his skull 
To celebrate some suburb trull, 
His similes in order set, 
And every crambo he could get, 
Had gone through all the common places 
'Worn out by wits, who rhyme on faces; 
Before he could his poem close, 
The lovely nymph had lost her nose. 

Your virtues safely I commend ; 
They on no accidents depend: 
Let malice look with all her eyes, 
She dares not say the poet lies. 

Stellaj when you these lines transcribe. 
Lest you should take them 'for a bribe^ 
Resplv'd to mortify your pride, 
I'll here expose your weaker side. 

Your spirits kindle to a flame, 
Mov'd with the lightest touch of blame; 
And when a friend in kindness tries 
TP show you where your error lies. 
Conviction does but more incense ; 
Perverseness is your whole defence; 
Truth, judgment, wit, give place to sptte» 
Regardless both of wrong and right; 
Your virtues all suspended wait 
TiM time has open'd rea«>n*s gate ; 



And, 



M rwiirfs tottts. 

And, xFhat is worse, your passion beedi 
Its force against your nearfest friends, 
Which manners, decency, and pride, 
Have taught you from the world to hidej 
In vain ; for see, your friend has bronght 
To public light your only fault j 
And yet a fault we often find 
Mix'd in a noble generous miud; 
And may compare to Etna's fire 
Which, though with trembling, al) admire] 
The heat, that makes the summit glow, 
Enriching all the vales below. 
Those who in wanner climes complain 
From Phoebus' rays they suffer pain, 
Mast own that pain is largely paid 
By generous wines beneath a shade. 

Yet, when I find your passions rise, 
And anger sparkling in your eyes, 
I grieve those spirits should be spent^ 
For nobler ends by nature meant. 
One passion, with a different tura^ 
Makes wit infiame, or anger burn : 
So the sun's heat, with different powers, 
Ripens the grape, the liquor sours : 
Thus Ajax, when with rage possest 
By Pallas breath'd into his breast, 
His valour would no more employ, 
Which might alone have conqucr'd Troyj 
But, blinded by resentment, seeks 
For vengeance on his friends the Greks. 

You think this turbulence of blood 
From stagnating preserves the flood, 
Which, thus fermenting by degrees, ■ 
Exalts the spirits, sinks the lees. • 

Stella, 
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TO rr£i.x^. 

Stella, for once yoo resison wrongs 
For, should this fcrtneDt last too long, 
]^ time subsiding, you may Aa4 
Nothing but acid left befaiod; 
l^rorq passion you may theq be freed. 
When peevishness gnd spleen succeed, 
gay, Stella, when you copj- next, 
Will you keep strictly to the text? 
pare you, let these reproaches standi 
And to your failing set your hand? 
Or, if these lines your anger lire. 
Shall they in baser flames expire? 
Whene'er they burn, if burn they inui^ 
They'll prove my accusation just. 



TO STELLA. 

TIEITtKG WB IN ,MY SICICNSSS. 17SQ. 

Pallas, observing Stella's wit 
Was more than for her aex was St^ 
And that her beauty, soon orkte, 
Might breed confusion in the stat^ 
In high concern for human kind, 
Fix'd honour in her infant mind. 

But (not in wraugllngs to engage 
With such a. stupid vicious age) 
If honour I would here, define, 
It answers faith in things divine. 
As natural life the body warms, 
And) scholats teach, the soul infortni; 
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its swirx's roEtts. 

So honour animates the whole, 
And is the spirit of the soul. 

Those numerous virtues, which the tribe 
Of tedious moralists describe, 
And by such various titles call, 
True honour comprebeods them all. 
Let melancholy rule supreme, 
Choler preside, or blood, or phlegm. 
It makes no difference in the case, 
Kor is complexion honour's place. 

But, lest we should for honour take 
The drunken quarrels of a rake; 
Or think it seated in a scar, 
Or on a proud triumphal car ; 
Or in the payment of a debt 
We lose with sharpers at picquet ; 
Or when a whore, in her vocation. 
Keeps punctual to an assignation; 
Or that on which his lordship strears, 
IVhen vulgar knaves would lose their ears j 
Let Stella's fair example preach 
A lesson she alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be try'd, • 
All passions must be laid aside : 
Ask no advice, but think alone ; 
Suppose the question not your own. 
How shall I act is not the case; 
But how would Brutus in my place ? 
In such a case i^onld Cato bleed? 
And hour would Socrates proceed? 

DfivB ^11 objections from your mind, 
Else yoi} relapse to human kind : 
Ambition, ^varice, and lust, 
A factious rage, and breach of trust, 

And 

DiailizodbvGoOglc 



TO STILIA. , SOT 

And flattery tipt with nauseous fleer, 
And guilty shame, and servile fear» 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride, 
Will in your tainted heart preside. 

Heroes and heroines of old, 
By honour only were enroU'd 
Among their brethren in the skies, t 

To which (though late) shall Stella rise. 
Ten thousand oaths upon record 
Are not so sacred as her word : 
The world shall in its atoms end, 
Ere Stella can deceive a friend. 
By honour Boated in her breast 
She still dstermines what is best; 
What indignation in hermiod 
Against enslavers of mapkind! 
Base kin;V«i(lnd ministers of stat^ 
Eternal QL>fects of her hate! 
She think* that nature ne'er desigD*d 
Courageto man alone confln'd. 
Can cowardice her sex adorn. 
Which most exposes burs to scorn ? 
iShe Venders where the c(iarrn appear* 
Jn Florimel's affected fears ; 
for Stella never learn'd the art 
At proper times to scream and starf ; 
Nor calls up all the house at night» 
And swears she saw a thing in white. 
poll never flies to cut her laoe, 
pr jchrow cold water in her face, 
Because she heard a sudden drum. 
Or found an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amay'd from whenc? 
Proceeds that fund of wit and senses 

Which, 

ui.iiiz,,!:,., Google 



Which, tb-onghier modesty would fthrou^ ■ 
Breaks like the .sua b,ejiiji.d a cloyd ; 
While gracefulftees its at conceal? 
And yet throyigh jeV-ery rnotian &te*la, 

3ay, Stella, w&s Prpmetheu^ bttod, 
And, forming you, mistook your lund? 
IJo; 'was fpr yo,u ^loiue he fctde 
The {re that foriug a manly ^oul; 
Then, to con»plet.e it every jjray, 
He moulded it jvitii fe,wiale,elay: 
To that you «we JbP nobler flaipe, 
To this the beiuty of yoiir f riio|ie. 

How would ingratitude rdfC^^t, 
And how would censure glut Jier fipttq, 
If I should Stella's ^i;Lda.es$ bjde 
In silence, or forgej^ with pride! . 
When on ray sickiy cfmch J Jay, , * -^ ... 
Impatient both of uigjht an^ dayj^ 
Jjamealfti^g in unmanly strains, 
Call'd every ppwer to eaae m,y pfiiip; 
Then Stella ran to my ^^iff,, y 

With cheerful fa^^e an4 inward grief; . 
^nd, though by Heaven's severe dect?% 
She suffers hourly ifiQK than me. 
No cruel master could jreciuire^ 
From slaves employld for daily hire, 
What Stella, by her friaidship warm'di 
With vigour aod .delight perform'd; 
My sinking spirits ^pw supplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes ; 
Now with 3, soft and silent tread 
Unheard she moves about my bed. 
I see .her taste each nauseous drai^bt^ 
And so o>ligin^y sm Q^ught ; 

I bless 
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AN BLEOT. . 

t bless the hand from whence tliey.came, 
Nor dare distort my face for ahame. 

Best pattern of true friends! beware; 
You pay too dearly for your care, 
If, while your tenderness secures 
My life, it must endanger yours ; 
For such a fool was never found, 
Who puH'd a palace to the grouud, 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for a house decay'd. 



AN ELEGY 
ON tue death of demar,* the usuasat 



K.NO Wallmen by thesepresents, Death thetamer, 
By mortgage has secur'd the corpse oPDeman 
Nor can four hundred thousand sterling pound 
Redeem him from his prison under ground. 
His heirs might well, of all his wealth possess'd, 
Bestow to bury him one iron chest. 
Plutus the god of wealth avIU joy to know 
His faithful steward in the shades below. 
He walk'd the streets and wore a threadbare cloak;. 
He din'd and supp'd at charge of other folk: 

*John Demar, esq. a great merchant \n Dublin, died July 6, 
1720, wortli 300,000/. Leaving no i«sue, tiU estates in Ireland went 
to John, the eldest son of bis brother George ; and bis Dorset^ire 
estates to Joseph, a younger soQ, the immediate aDcestor of tbt 
piesent earl of Dorchester. N. 

VOL. XVI. r And 
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And by his looks, had hfc held out his pahn^ 
He might be thoughE an object fit for alms. 
So, to the poor If he refus'd his pelf, 
He iis'd them full aa kindly as himself. 

Where'er he went, he never saw his betters ; 
Lords, knights, and squires, were all his humble 

debtors ; 
And under hand and seal the Irish nation 
Were forc'd to own to him their obligation. 
He that could once have half a kingdom 

bought, 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 
His coffers from the coffin could not save, 
Nor all his interest keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right. 
Because we wish the earth upon him light 

Oh London tavern!* thou hast lost a friend. 
Though iu thy waUs he ne'er did farthing spend:' 
He touch'd the pence when others touch 'd tie 

pot; 
The hand that sign'd the mortgage paid the shot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar known disease 
On him could ever boast a power to seize; 
" f But, as he weigh'd his gold, grim Death in 

spight 
Cast in his dart, which made three moidores 

light ; 
, And, as he saw his darling money fail, 
Blew his last breath, to sink the lighter scale." 
He who so long was current, 'twould be strange 
If he should now be cry'd down since his change. 

• A ta*ern in Dublin, where Demar kept his office. F. 
t Then four linn were writiea b; Stella. P. 
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The sexton shall green sods od thee bestow; 
Alas, the sexton is thy banker now ! 
A dismal banker must that banker be, 
Who gives no bills but of mortality 1 



EPITAPH ON THE SAME. 

Beneath this verdant hilloc lies 
Demar the wealthy and the wise, 
His heirs, that he might safely rest, 
Have put his carcase in a chest ; 
The very chest, in which, they say, 
His other self, his money, lay. 
And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear self he left behind, 
I dare believe, that four in five 
Will think his better half aHve. 



TO MRS. HOUGHTON OF BOURMONT. 

ON MtAISlNO HEB HUSBAND TO OR. SWIFT. 

X OU always are making a God of your Spouse; 
But this neither Reason nor Conscience allows: 
Perhaps you will say, 'tis in gratitude due, 
And yoQ adore him, because-he adores yofl. 
Yourargument's weak, and so you will find ; 
For you, by this ruld, must adore all mankind. 

* 3 V£BSS^, 
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VEKSES, WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, 

AT THE DEANEBT HOUSE, ST. PATBICE's. 

J\R£ the guests of this house still doom'd to be 

cheated ? 
^ure the Fates have decreed they by halves should 

be treated. 
In the days of good John,* if youcame here to dine, 
You had choice of good meat, but no choice of 

good wine. 
In Jonathan's reign, if you came here to eat, 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice of 

good meat. 
O Jove ! then how fully might all sides be blest, 
Would'st thou but agree to this humble request! 
Put both dfans in one; or, if that's too much 

trouble, 
Instead of the deans, make the deanery double. 



ON ANOTHER WINDOW.f 
7\ BARD, on whom Phoebus his spirit bestow'd, 
Resolving t' acknowledge the bounty he ow'd, 
Found out a new method at once of confessing, 
And iinaktiig the most of so mighty a blessing: 
l^utheGodlie'dbegrateful; but mortals he'd chouse, 
By making his patron preside in his house ; 

* Dr. Stemp, the predecessor of Swift in the deanciy of St. 
Palrick't, and afterward bishop of Clogher, wai distiaguiibed 
for bU hospitality. F. 

t These lines were written by Dr. Ddaa;, id conjaaction*i4 
SteUa, tad preceded those which here follow them. N. 

And 
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Aud wisely foresaw this advantage from thence. 
That the God would in honour bear most of 

th' expense : 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to 

treat 
With the thoughts he inspires, regardless of meat. 
Hence they that come hither expecting to'dine. 
Are always fobb'd oflF with sheer wit and sheer 

wine. 



APOLLO TO THE DEAN. I7«0.* 

K.IGHT trusty, and so forth — we let you to 

know 
We are very ill us'd by you mortals below. 
For, first, I have often by chemists been told, 
Though I know nothing on't, it is I that makegold ; 
Which when you have got, you so carefully hide it, 
That, since I was born, I hardly have spy'd it. 
Then it must be allow'd, that, whenever I shine, 
1 forward the grass, and I ripen the vine; 
To me the good fellows apply for relief^ 
Without whom they could get neither claret nor 

beef; 
Yet their wine and their victuals those curmud- 
geon lubbards 
Lock up from my sight in cellars and cupboards. 
That I have an ill eye, they wickedly think. 
And taint all their meat aud sour alt their drink. - 
But, thirdly and lastly, it must be ailow'd, 
I alone can inspire the poetical crowd ; 

* See the rollowing poem occasioned by ihii, called " News 
from ParDasiiu," writeo by Dr. Dehny. N, 

P 3 This 
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This is gratefully ownM by each boy in the colte^ 
Whom if I inspire, it is not to my kuowtedge. 
This every pretender to rhyme will admit. 
Without troubling his head about judgment (» 

wit. 
Thesegentlemenusemewith kindness and freedom, 
And as for their works, when I please I may .read 

'em. 
They lie open on purpose on coimtera and stalls, 
And the titles I view, when I shine on the walla. 
But a comrade of jours, that traitor Delany, 
1 Whom I for your sake love better than any, 
And, of my mere motion and special good grace, 
Intended in time to succeed in your place. 
On Tuesday the tenth seditiously came 
With a certain ialse traitress, one Stella by name, 
To the deanery house, and on the north glass. 
Where for fear of the cold I never can pass,. 
Then and there, vi Sf arms, with a certain utensi^ 
Of value five shillings, in English a pencil, 
Did maliciously, falsely, and traitorously write, 
While Stella aforesaid stood by with a light 
My sister had lately depos'd upon oath, 
That she stopt in her course to look at them botbi 
That Stella was helping, abetting and aiding; 
And still, as he writ, stood smiling and reading: 
That her eyes were as bright as myself at noonday, 
fiut her graceful black locks were all mingled 

with gray : 
And by the description I certainly know, 
'Tis the nymph that I courted some ten years ago; 
Whom when I with the best of my talents endued 
On her promise of yielding, she acted the prode: 

That 
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That some verses were writ with felonious intent, 
Direct to the north, where I never yet went : 
That the letters appeared revers'd through thepase, 
But in Stella's bright eyes they were piac'd right 

again : 
Wherein she distinctly could read every line, 
And presently guess'd that the fancy was mine. 
She can swear to the person, whom oft shehas seep 
Atnight between Cavan-streetandColleg'e-green. 
Now you see why his verses so seldom are shown ; 
The reason is plain, they are none of his own : 
And observe while you live, that no man is shy 
To discover the goods he came honestly by. 
If I lighten a thought, he will certainly steal it, 
And when he has got it, find ways to conceal it : 
Of all the fine things he keeps in the dark, 
There's scarce one in ten but what has my mark ; 
And let them be seen by the world if he dare, 
I'll make it appear that they're all stolen ware. 
But as for the poem he writ on your sash, 
I think I have now got him under my lash ; 
My sister transcrib'd it last night to his sorrow. 
And the public shall see it, if 1 live till tomorrow. 
Through the zodiac around, it shall quickly be 

spread 
In all parts of the globe where your language is 

read. 
He knows very well, I ne'er gave a refusal. 
When he ask'd for my aid in the forms that are 

usual : 
But the seciet is this; I did lately intend 
To write a few verses on you as my friend ; 
I studied a fortnight, before I could find, 
As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my tiiind, 
P 4 Aud 

DiailizodbvGoOglc 



216 flWtPT'S POBHS. 

And resolv'd the next winter (for that is my time, 
When the days are at shortest) to get it in rhyme; 
Till then U was lock'd in my box at Parnassus ; 
When that subtle companion, inhopestosuTpassus, 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 
(Fori think in myconsciencehedealsyithOId Nick) 
And from my own stock provided with topics, 
He gets to a window beyond both the tropics, 
There out of my 9ight,just against the north zone, 
W' rites down my conceits, and thep calls them liis 

own ; 
And you, like a booby, the bubble can swallow: 
Now who but Delauy can write like ApoUo ? 
High treason by statute ! yet here you object^ 
He only stole hints, but the verse is correct; 
Though the thought be Apollo's 'tis finely express'd; 
So a thief steals my horse, and has him well dress'd. 
Now whereas the sad criminal seems past 

repentance. 
We Phoebus thiuk fit to proceed to his sentence. 
Since Delany has dar'd, like Prometheus his sire, 
Tp clime to our region, and thence to steal fire ; 
We order a vulture in shape of the spleen, 
To prey on his liver, but not to be seen. 
And we order our subjects of every degree 
To believe all his verses were written by me : 
And under the pain of our liighest displeasure, 
Tocall nothing his but the rhyme and the measure, 
And lastly, for Stella, just out of her prime, 
I'm too much revenged already by time. 
In return to her scorn, I sent her diseases, 
But will now be her friend whenever she pleases; 
And the gifts I bestow'dber will find her a lover, 
Though she lives till she's gray as a badger all over- 

Ntws 
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NEWS FROM PARNASSUS. 



8T DB. DSLANT. 



OCCASIONED BV "APOLLO TO TBS DEAIT. * 

1720. 

Parnassus, February the twenty-seventh. 
The Poets assembled here on the eleventh, 
Convened by Apollo, who gave them to know. 
He'd have a vicegerent in his empire below; 
But declared that no bard should this honour in- 
herit, 
Tilltherest had agreed hesurpassVl them in merit: 
Now thiH, you'll allow, was a difficult case, 
For each bard believed be'd a right to the place ; 
So, finding the assembly grow warm in debate, 
He put them in mind of his Phaeton*s fate: 
'Twas urg'd to no purpose; disputes higher rose, 
ScarcePhcebushimself could theirquarrelscompose; 
Till at length he determined that every bard 
Should (each in his turn) be patiently heard. 

First, onewhobeliev'dheexcell'din translation,! 
Founds his claini on the doctrine of man's trans- 
migration : 
" Since the soul of great Milton was given to me, 
I hope the Convention will quickly agree." 
" Agree !" quoth Apollo : " from whence is this 

fool? ■ 
Is he just come from readingPythagoras at school? 
■Begone, sir, you've got yoursubscriptions in time, 
And given in return neither reason nor rhyme." 



See the preceding poem. N. 
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To the next says the God, *' Though now I won't 

chjose you, 
I'll tell you the reaaoft for which 1 refuse you : 
Love's Goddess has oflto her parents complaia'd, 
Of my favouring a bard who her empire ijisdain'd ; 
That at my iosttgatioo, a poem ynu writ, 
"Which to beauty and youth preferr'd judgment 

and wit ; 
That, to make you aLaureat, I gave the first voic^ 
lospiring the Britons t'approve of my <^ice. 
Jove sent her to me, her power to try ; 
The Goddess of beauty what God can deny? 
She forbids your preferment ; I grant her desire. 
Appease the fair Goddess: you then may rise 

higher." 
The next • that appear'd had good bopee of 

succeeding. 
For he merited much for bis wit and his breeding, 
'Twas wise in the Britons no favour to show him; 
He else might expect tbey should pay what th^ 

owe him. 
And therefore they prudently chose to discard 
The Patriot, whose merits tbey would not reward : 
The God, with a smile, bad his favourite advance, 
" You were sent by Astrfea ber envoy to France i 
You bend your ambition to rise in the state ; 
I refuseyou,becauseyou could stoop to be great" 
* Then a bard who had been a successful trans- 
lator,! 
*' The convention allows me a versificator." 
Says Apollo, "Youmentiontheleastof your merit; 
By your works, it appears you have much of my ■ 

spirit. 

• Mr. Prior. N. 
1 Mr. Pope wai probably here mcaat, N. 

I esteem 
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I esteem you' so well, that to tell you the truth. 
The greatest objection against you's your youth ; 
Then be not concern 'd you are now laid aside ; 
If you live you shall certainly one day preside," 

Another, low bending, Apollu tbas greets, 
** 'Twas I taught your subjects to walk through 

the streets.* " 
*' You taught them to walk ! why, they knew it 
before : 

' But give me the bard that can teach them to soar. 
Whenever lie claims, 'tis his right, I'll confess, 
Who lately attempted my style with success ; 
Who writes like Apollo has most of his spirit. 
And therefore 'tis just I distinguish his merit,' 
Who makes it api>ear, by all he has writ, 

' His judgment alone can set bounds to his wit; 
Like Virgil correct, with his own native ease, 
But excels even Virgil in elegant praise ; 
Who admires th^ancieuts, and knows 'tis their du^ 
Yet writes in a manner entirely new ; 
Though none with more ease their depths can 

e3Epiore, 
Yet whatever he wants he takes from my store; 
Tboughl'm fond of his virtues, liispride I can see,^ 
In scorning to borrow from any but me: 
It is owing to this, that, like Cynthia, his Jays 
^nlijjhten the world by reflecting my rays." 
This said, the whole audience soon found out his 

drift : 
The convention wassummon'd in favour of Swift. 

• BJr.Gayi alluding to bis" TrivU." N. 
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APOLLO'S EDICT.* 

OCCASIOMBD BY "NEWS FBOU FARNASSU6." 
1720, 

Ireland is now our royal care. 

We lately fix'd our viceroy there: 

How near was she to be undone, 

Till pious love inspired her son I- 

What cannot our vicegerent do, 

As poet and as patriot too? 

Let bis success our subjects sway, 

Our inspirations to obey. 

And follow where he leads the way : 

Then study to correct your taste; 

Nor beaten paths be longer trac'd. 

No simile shall be begun, 
With rising or with setting sun ; 
And let the secret head of Nile 
Be ever banish'd from your isle. 

When wretched lovers live on air, 
I beg you'll the chameleon spare ; 
And when you'd make a hero grander. 
Forget he's like a salamander. 

No son of mine shall dare to say, 
Aurora usher'd in the day, 
Or ever name the milky-way, 

* Tbc last twelve linn of this poem were pi-iated Kpantel; in 
1743, on the death of lady Catharine Forbes, only da lighter of 
Atthur, Gnt earl of Granard, (descended from the noble faniilf 
of Forbes in Scotland). She was the Kcond lady of Arthur, third 
eari of Donegal; and died June IS, 1743. N. 

You 
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You'all agree, I make no doubt, 
Elijah's mantle is worn out. 

The bird of Jove fihall toil no more 
To teach the humble wren to soar. 
Your tragic heroes shall not rant. 
Nor shepherds use poetic cant 
Simplicity alone can grace. 
The manners of the rural race. 
Theocritus aod Philips be 
Your guides to true simplicity. 

When Damon's soul shall take its flighty 
Though poets have the second sight, 
They shall not see a trail of light 
Nor shall tlie vapours upwards ris^ 
Nor a new star adorn the skies: 
For who can hope to place one there, 
As glorious as Belinda's hair? 
Yet, if his name y;iu'd eternize, . 
And must exalt liini to the skies ; , 
Without a star this may be done: 
So Tickel! mourn'd bis Addison. 

If Anna's happy reign you praise, 
Pray, not a word of halcyon days : 
Nor let my votaries show their skill 
In aping lines from Cooper's Hill; 
For know I cannot bear to hear 
The mimicry of deep, yet clear. 

W^Iiene'er my viceroy is address'd. 
Against tlie phenix I protest. 
When poets soar in youthful strains, 
No Phaeton to hold the reins. 

When you describe a lovely girl, 
No lips of coral, teeth of pearl. 

Cupid 
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Cupid shall ne'er mistake another. 
However beauteous, for his mother; 
Nor shall his darts at random fly 
From magazine in Celia's eye. 
With woman compounds I am cloy'd, 
Which only pleas'd in Biddy Floyd.* 
For foreign aid what need they roam, 
Whom fate has amply blest at home? 

Unerring Heaven, with bounteous hand, 
Has foroi'd a model for your land, 
Whom jovc endow'd with every grace; 
The glory of the Granard race ; 
Now destin'd by the powers divine 
The blessing of another line. 
Then, would you paint a matchless dame, 
Whom you'd consign to endlese fame? 
Invoke not Cytherea's aid. 
Nor borrow from the biue-ey'd maid ; 
Nor need you on the Graces call ; 
Take qualities from Donegal. 



THE RUN UPON THE BANKERS. 17S0. 

JL HE bold encroachers on the deep. 

Gain by degrees huge tracts of land, 
Till Neptune, with one general sweep. 
Turns all again to barren strand. 

The multitude's capricious pranks, 

Are said to represent the seas ; 
Which, breaking bankers and the banks,. 

Resume their own whene'er they please. 

••* Then call'd (he happy compotidon Floyd." Seep. 65. N. 

Mon eyi 
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Money, the life-blood of the natioH, 

Corrupts aii>d stagnates in the veins, 
Unless a proper circulatioa. 

Its motion and its heat matatiui». 

Because 'tis lordly not to pay, 

Quakers and aldermen in state. 
Like peers, have levees every day 

Of duns attending at their gate. 

We want our money on the nail ; 

The banker's ruih'd if he pays: 
They seem to act an ancient tale; 

The birds are naet to strip the jays. 

Riches, the wisest monarch sings, 

" Make pinions for themselves ta fly ;" 

They fly like bats oa parchment wiogs, 
And geese their silver plumes supply^ 

No money left for squandering heirs ! 

Bills turn the lenders into debtors : 
The wish of Nero now is theirs, 

*' That they had never known their letters." 

Conceive the works of midnight hags, 
Tormenting fools behind their backs; 

Thus bankers, o'er their bills and bags, 
Sit squeezing images of wax. 

Conceive the whole enchantment broke; 

The witches left in open air, 
With power no more than other folk, 

Expos'd with all their magic ware. 

-■. ^ So 
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So powerful are a banker's bilU, 
Where creditors demand their due ; 

They break up counters, doors and tills. 
And leave the empty chests in view. 

Thus when an earthquake lets in light 
. Upon the god of gold and Hell, 

Unable to endure the sight, 

He hides within his darkest cell. 

As when a conjurer takes a lease 

From Satan for a term of years, 
The tenant's in a dismal case, 

Whene'er the bloody bond appears. 

A batted banker thus desponds, 
. From his own hand foresees his fall ; 
They have his soul, who have his bonds; 
"Tis like the writing on the wall. 

How will the caitiff wretch be scar'd, 
When first he finds himself awake 

At the last trumpet, unprepar'd,. 
And all his grand account to make ! 

For in that universal call, 

Few bankers will to heaven be mounters ; 
They'll cry, " Ye shops, upon us fall ! 

" Conceal and cover us, ye counters!" 

When other hands the scales shall hold. 
And they, in men's and angels' sight 

Produc'd with all their bills and gold, 

" Weigh'd in the balance, and found light I 
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THE DESCRIPTION OF AN IRISH FEAST. 

TRANSLATED ALMOST LITBAALLT OUT 

OP TH£ ORIGINAL IRISH. 

1720. 

O'ROURK'S noble fare 

Will ne'er be forgot, 
By those who were there, 

Or those who were not. 

His revels to keep, 

We sup and we dine 
On seren score sheep, 

Fat bullocks, and swine. 

Usquebaugh to our feast 
In pails was brought up, . * 

A hundred at least, 
And a madder * our cup. 

O there is the sport ! 

We rise M'ith the light 
In disorderly sort;' 

From snoring all night. 

O how was I trick'd ! 

My pipe it was broke. 
My pocket was pick'd, 

I lost my new cloak. 

• A wooden vessel P. 
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I'm rifled, quoth Nell, 

Of mantle and kercher, • 
Why then tare them well, 

The de'eJ take the searcher. 

Come, harper, strike up; 

But, first, by your favour, 
Boy, give us a cup : 

Ah' this hath some savour. 

O'Rourk's jolly boys 

Ne'er dreamt of the matter, 
'Till, rous'd by the noise, 
Aa^ musical clatter, 

They bounce from their nest. 

No longer will tarry, 
They rise ready drest. 

Without one Ave- Mary. 

Tliey dance in a round. 

Cutting capers and ramping; 

A mercy the ground 

Did not burst with their stampiogf. 

The floor is all wet 

With leaps and with jumps. 

While the water and sweat 
Splish-splash in their pumps. 

Bless you late and early, 
I-aughlin O'Knagin ! f 
By my hand, ;f you dance rarely, 
Margery Grinagin.^ 

* A covemig of linen worn on the heads of the women. F. 
t The Dame of an Irith man. F. ; An IiUh oath. F. 

i The name of an Irish woisao. F. 

•Bring 
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Bring straw for our bed, 

Shake it down to the feet, 
Then over us spread 

The winnowing sheet. 

To show I don't flinch. 

Fill the bowl up again; 
Then give us a pinch 

Of your sneezing, a Yean,* 
Good lord ! what a sight. 

After alt their good cheer, 
For people to fight • ' 

In the midst of their beer ! 
They rise from their feast, 

And hot are their brains, 
A cubit at least 

The length of their skeans. ■\ 
What stabs and what cuts, 

What clattering of sticks ; 
What strokes on the guts, 

What bastings and kicks ! 

With cudgels of oak, 

Well harden'd in flame, 
A hundred heads broke, 

A hundred struck lame. 

Tou churl, rtl maintaia 
My father built Lusk, 
The castle of Slane, 
■ And Carrick Drumrusk ; 

* Snrnaiiiectf sD IrisbwomaD. P, 
t Caggen, ot ibort awordi. F. 

Q2 ^M 
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The earl of Kildare, 

And Moynalta his brother, 
As great as they are, 

I was tiiirst by their mother.* 
Ask that of old madam : 

She'll tell you who's (vho, 
As far up as Adam, 

She knows it is true. 
Come down with that beam, 

If cudgels are scarce, 
A blow on the weam, 

Or a kick on the a— se. 



AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG, 

ON A SEDITIOUS PAMP.HLKT.t 1720. 

To the TuDcof " Packingtoo's Pound." 

BrOCADOES and damasks, and tabbies, and 
gauges. 
Are by Ilobert Ballentine lately brought over. 
With forty things more : now hear what the law 
says, 
Whoe'er will not wear them, is not the king's 
lover. 

* It is the custom in Ireland to call nurs«t, foster -mothen ; 
their husbunds, foster-ethers ; aqd ttieir cliildrcn, foster-brotben 
or fwter-siatcrs ; and thus tbe poorest claim kiadred to tbe 
rii;he»t, F. 

-J- " Proposal for the universal tise of Irish maDuftctora," 
for . wbich Waters the printer was sCverclj. protecuted. See 
Vol. VII. H. 

Though 
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Though a printer and dean 
Seditiously mean 
Our true Irish hearts from old England to wean 
Well buy English silks, for our wives and our 

daughters, 
In spite of his deanship, and journeyman Waters. 
In England the dead in woollen are clad, 

The dean and his printer then let us cry fye on ■ 
To be cloth'd like a carcase, would makeaTeague 
mad, 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 
Our wives they grow suUen 
At wearing of woollen, 
Andallwe poorshopkeepers mustourhornspullio. 
Then we'll buy English silks, for our wives and 

our daughters, 
In spite of his deanship, and jourQeyman Waters. 

Whoever our trading M-itb England would hinder, 
Toinflamtjboth thenationsdoplainly conspire; 
Because Irish linen will soon turn to tinder, 
Aod wool it is greasy, and quickly takes fire. 
Therefore I assure ye, 
Our noble grand jury, 
M'hen they saw the deans book, they were in a 

great fury : 
They would buy English silks, for their wives 

and their daughters, 
In spite of his deanship, and journeyman Waters. 

This wicked rogue Waters, who always is sinning, 
And before corum nobis so oft has been call'd. 
Henceforward shall print neither pamphlets nor 
linen, 
And if swearing can do't shall be swingingly 
maul'd : 

■ "3 , ,. *?*sk 
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And as for the dean, 
You know whom I mean, 
If the printer will peach him, he'll scarce come 

off clean. 
Then we'll buy English silks, for our wives and 

our daughters. 
In spite of his deanship, and journeyman Waters. 



THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTV. 1720. 

W^HEN first Diana leaves her bed, 

Vapours apd steams Iter look disgrace, 
A frowzy dirty-colour'd red 

Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face: 
But by degrees, when mounted high, 

Her artificial face appears 
Down from her window in the sky, 

Her spots are gone, her visage clears. 
Twixt earthly females, and the moon. 

All parallels exactly run : 
If Celia should appear too soon, 

Alas, the nymph would be undone! 
To see her from her pillow rise, 

All reeking in a cloudy steam, 
Ciack'd lips, foul teeth, and gummy eyes, 

Poor Strephoii ! how would he blaspheme! 
Three colours, black, and red, and white, 

So graceful in their proper place, 
Remove them to a different site, 

They form a frightful hideous face : 
For instance, when the lily skips 

Into the precincts of the rose, 
And takes possession of the lips, « 

Leaving the purple to the nose : 
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So Celia went entire to bed, 

All her complexion safe and sound ; 
But, when she rose, white, black, and red, 

Though stillinsight, had chang'dtheirground^ 
.The black, which would not be confia'd^ 

A more inferior station seeks, 
Leaving the fiery red behind, 

And mingles in her muddy cheeks. 
But Celia can with ease reduce, 

By help of pencil, paint, and brush, 
Each colour to its place and use, 

And teach her cheeks again to blush. 
She knows her early self no more. 

But fill'd W'ith admiration stands ; 
As other painters oft adore 

The workmanship of their own hands. 
Thus, after four important hours, 

Celia"8 the wonder of her sex : 
Say, which among the heavenly powers 

Could cause such marvellous effects? 
Venu^ indulgent to her kind, 

Gave women all their hearts could wish^ 
When first she taught them where to find 

White lead and Lusitanian * dish. 
Iiove with white lead cements his wings : 

White lead was sent us to repair 
Two brightest, brittlcst, earthly things, 

A lady's face, and China-ware. 

She ventures now to lift the sash ; 
The window is her prpper sphere : 

• PortOf al. H. 

q4 Ah, 
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Ah, lovely nymph ! be not too rash, 

Not let the beaux approach too near. 
Take pattern by your sister star : 

Delude at once and bless our sight ; 
When you are seen, be seen from far, 

And chiefly choose to shine by night 
But art no longer can prevail. 

When the materials all are gom ; 
The best mechanic hand must fail, 

Where nothing's left to work upon. 
Matter, as wise logicians say, 

Cannot without a form subsist; 
And form, say I as well as they, 

Must fait, if matter brings no gritt. 
And this is fair Diana's case : 

For all astrologers maintain, 
Each night a hit drops off her face. 

When mortals say she's in her wane : 
While Partridge • wisely shows the causa 

Efficient of the moon's decay, 
That Cancer with his poisonous claws 

Attacks her in the milky way ; 
But Gadbury, * in art profound, 

From her pale cheeks pretends to show, 
That swain Endymion is not found, 

Or else that Mercury's her foe. 
But let the cause he what it will. 

In half a month she looks so thin, 
That Fiamsteed f can, with all his skill. 

See but htr forehead and her chin. 
* Partridge and Gadbury wrote cacb an ephemcria, H. 
t Joha Flamiteed, tb? celebrated 4»Uoiiomcr rojralt died in 
1719. aged 73. N. 

Yet 
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Yet, as she wastes, she grows discreet, 
■Till midnight never shows her head : 

So rotting CeJia strolls the street, 
When sober folks are all abed: 

For sure, if this be Luna's fate. 

Poor Celia, but of mortal race, 
,In vain expects a longer date 
To the materials of her face. 

When Mercury her tresses mows, 
To think of black-lead combs is vain ; 

t^o painting can restore a nose. 
Nor will her teeth return again. 

Ye powers, who over love preside ! 

Since mortal beauties drop so soon, 
If ye would have us well supplyM, 

Send us new nymphs with each new moon I 



THE PROGRESS OF POETRY. ■ 

J. HE fanner's goose, who in the stubble 
Has fed without restraint or trouble, 
Grown fat with corn and sitting still, 
Gan scarce get o'er the barndoor sill ; 
And hardly waddles forth to coot t 
Her belly in the neighbouring pool ! 
Nor loudly caeklea at the door; 
For cackling shows the goose is poor. 

But, when she must be turn'd to grazes 
And round the barrca common strays. 

Hard 
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Hard exercise and harder fare, 

Soon make my dame ^row lank and spare 

Her body light, she tries her wiogs, 

And scorns the ground, and upward springs; 

While all the parish, as she flies, 

Hear sounds harmoAious from the skies. 

Such is the poet fresh in pay, 
The third night's profits of his play ; 
His morning draughts till noon can swill, 
Among his brethren of the quill ; 
With good roast beef his belly full, 
Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull, 
Deep sunk in [^enty and delight, 
What poet e'er could take his flight ? 
Or stuffd with phlegm up to the throat, 
What poet e'er could sing a note ? 
Nor Pegasus could bear the load 
Along the high celestial road ; 
The steed, oppress'd, would break his girth, 
To raise the luAiber from {he earth. 

But view him io another scene, 
When all his drink is Hippocrene. 
His money spent, his patrons fail. 
His credit out for cheese and ale ; 
His two-years coat so smooth and bare. 
Through every thread itlets in air; 
With hungry meals his body pin'd. 
His giits and belly full of wind ; 
And like a jockey for a race. 
His flesh brought down to flying case: 
Now his exalted spirit loathes 
Encumbrances of food and clothes ; 
And up he rises like a vapour, 
Supported high on wings of paper ? 

He 
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He singing flies, and flying sings, 
While from below all Grub-street rings. 



THE SOUTH-SEA PROJECT. 17SI. 

'' Apparent rari nantu in gurgitc vasio, 

Anna vinmi, tabulteque, et Troia.gaza per audas." Vilo. 

X E wise philosophers, explain 

What magic makes our money rise, 
When dropt into the Southern main : 

Or do these jugglers cheat our eyes ? 
Put in your money fairly told ; 

Presto! be gone— 'Tis here again ; 
Ladies and gentlemen, behold, 

Here's every piece as big as ten. 

Thus in a basin drop a abilliog, 

Then fill the vessel to the brim ; 
You shall observe, as you are filling, 

The ponderous metal seems lo swim: 
It rises both in hulk and height. 

Behold it swelling like a sop ; 
The liquid medium cheats your sight : 

Behold it mounted to the top ! 
In stock three hundred thousand pounds, 

I have in view a lord's estate ; 
My manors all contiguous round ! 

A coach and six, and serv'd in plate ! 
Tlius the deluded bankrupt raves; 

Puts all upon a desperate bet ; 
Then plunges in the Southern waves, 

Dipt over head and ears — in debt. 
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So, by a calenture misled, 

The mariner with rapture sees, 
On the smooth ocean's azure bed, 

Enameird fields and verdant trees : 
With eager haste he longs to rove 

In that fantastic scene, and thinks 
It must be some enchanted grove ; 

And iu be leaps, and down he sinks. 
Five hundred chariots just bespoke, 

Are sunk in these devouring' waves. 
The horses drown'd, the harness broke. 

And here the owners find their graves. 
Like Pharaoh, by directors led, 

They with their spoils went safe before ; 
His chariots, tumbling out the dead, 

I^y shattered on the Red Sea shore. 
RaisM up on Hope's aspiring plumes, 

The young adventurer o'er the deep 
An eagle's fiight and state assumes. 

And scorns the middle way to keep. 
On paper wings he takes his flight. 

With wax the father bound them fast^' 
The wax is melted by the height, 

And down the towering boy is cast. 
A moralist might here explain 

The rashness of the Cretan youth; 
Describe his fall into the main, 

And from a fable form a truth. 
His wings are his paternal rent. 

He melts the wax at every flame; 
His credit sunk, his money spent. 

In Southern Seas be leaves his name. 



Inform 
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Inform us, you that best can tell, 

Why in that dangferous gulf profound, 
Where hundreds and were thousands fell, ' 

Fools chiefly float, the wise are drown'd ? 
So have I seen from Severn's brink 

A flock of geese jump down together : 
Swim, where the bird of Jove would sink, 

And, swimming, never wet a feather. 
But, I affirm, 'tis false in fact, 

Directors better knew their tools; 
We see the nation's credit crack'd, 

Each knave has made a thousand fools. 
One fool may. from another win. 

And then get off with money stor'd ; 
But, if a sharper once comes in. 

He throws at all, and sweeps the board. 
As fishes on each other prey, 

The great ones swallowing up the small ; 
So fares it iu the Southern Sea; 

The whale directors eat up all. 
When stock is high, they come between, 

Making by second-hand their oiFers; 
Then cunningly retire unseen, 

With each a million in his coffers. 
So, when upon a moonshine night 

An ass Avas drinking at a stream ; 
A cloud arose, and stopt the light. 

By intercepting every beam : 
The day of judgment will be soon. 

Cries out a sage among the crowd; 
An ass has swallow'd up the moon 1 

The moon l.ay safe behind the cloud. 
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Each poor subscriber to the sea 

Sinks down at once, and there he lies; 
Directors fait as well as they, 

Their fall is but a trick to rise. 
So fishes, rising from the main, 

Can soar with moisten'd wings on high; 
The moisture dry'd, they sink again, 

And dip their fins again to fly. 
Undone at play, the female troops 

Come here their losses to retrieve ; 
Ride o'er the waves in spacious hoops. 

Like Lapland witches in a sieve. 
Thus Venus to the sea descends, 

As poet's feign; but where's the tnoralf 
It shows the Queen of Love intends 

To search the deep for pearl and coral 
The sea is riclicr than the' land, 

I heard it from my grannam's mouth, 
M'hich no.w I clearly understand ; 

For by the sea she meant the South. 
Tims by directors we are told, 

" Pray, gentlemen, believe your eyes ; 
Our ocean's cover'd o'er with gold, 

1.00k round, and see how thick it lies : { 

" W'e, gentlemen, are your assisters, - 

We'll come, and hold you by thie chin. — " 
Alas! all is not gold that glisters, 

Ten thousand sink by leaping iu. 
O! would those patriots be so kind, 

Here in the deep to wash their hands. 
Then, like Pactolus, we should find I 

The sea indeed had golden sands. 

A shilling 
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A shilling in the bath you fling, 

The silver takes a nobler hue, 
By magic virtue in the spring, 

And seems a guinea to your view. 
But, as a guinea wilt^ot pass 

At market for a farthing more, 
Shown through a multiplying glass, 

Than what it always tlid before: 

So cast it in the Southern seas, 

Or view it through a jobber's bill ; 
Put on what spectacles you please, 

Your guinea's but a guinea still. 
One night a fool into a brook 

Thus from a hiltock looking down. 
The golden stars for guineas took, 

And silver Cynthia for a crown. 

The point he could no longer doubt j 

He ran, he leapt into the flood : 
There sprawl'd awhile, and scarce got out, 

All cover'd o'er with sUme and mud. 

*' Upon the water cast thy bread. 
And after many days thou'Jt find it;" 

But gbld, upon this ocean spread, 

Shall sink, and leave uo mark behind it; 

/There is a gulf, where thousands fell, 
Here all the bold adventurers came, 

A narrow sound, though deep as Hetl — 
'Change Alley is the dreadful name. 

Nine times a day it ebbs and flows, 

Yet he that on the surface lies. 
Without a pilot seldom knows 
.The tiibe it falls, or when 'twill rise. 

Subscribers ■ 
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Subscribers here by thousands float. 

And jostle cue another dowu ; 
Each paddling in his leaky boat, 

And here they flsh for gold, and drown. 
" • Now bury'd in the depth below, 

Now mounted up to Heaven again, 
They reel and stagger to and fro, 

At their wits end, like drunken men." 
Mean time secure on Garraway f cliffs, 

A savage race, by shipwrecks fed, 

Lie wailing for the founder'd skiffs, 

And strip the bodies of the dead. 

But these, you say, are factious lies. 

From some malicious tory's brain ; 

For, where directors get a prize. 

The Swiss and Dutch whole millions drain. 
Thus, when by rooks a lord is ply'd, 

Some cully often wins a bet. 
By venturing on the cheating side,- 

Though not into the secret let. 
While some build castles in the air, '. 

Directors build them in the seas; 
Subscribers plainly see tliem there, 

For fools will see as wise men please. 
Thus oft by mariners are shown 

(Unless the men of Kent are liars) 
Earl Godwin's castles overflown, 

And palace roofs, and steeple spires. 
Mark where the sly directors creep, 

Nor to the shore approach too nigh ! 
The monsters nestle iu the deep, 
To seize you in your passing by. 

* Pulin crit. f A Qofibe botue id 'Cbange atlejr. IT. 

Theiv 
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Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wise. 

Who, taught by instinct how to shun 
The crocodile, that lurking lies, 

Run as they drink, and drink and run. 
Antasus could, by magic charms. 

Recover strength whene'er he fell; 
Alcides held him in his arms, 

And sent him up in air to Hell. 
Directors, thrown into the sea. 

Recover strength and vigour there ; 
But may be tam'd another way, 

Suspended for a while in air. 
Directors ! for 'tis you I warn, 

By long experience we have found 
What planet rul'd when you were born; 

We see you never can bfe drown'd. 
Beware, nor overbulky grow, 

Nor come within your cully's reach; 
For, if the sea should sink so low 

To leave you dry upon the beach, 
You'll owe your ruin to your bulk : 

Your foes already waiting stand, 
To tear you like a founder'd hulk. 

While you lie helpless on the sand. 
Thus, when a whale has lost the tide. 

The coasters crowd to seize the spoil; 
The monster into parts divide. 

And strip the bones, and melt the oil. 
O ! may some western tempest sweep 

These locusts whom our fruits have fed, 
That plague, directors, to the deep, 

Driv'n from the South Sea to the Red. 
VOL. XVI. . E May 
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May he, whom Nature's laws obey, 
Who lifts the poor and sinks the proud, 

" Quiet the raging of" the sea, 
And still the madness of the crowd 1" 

But never shall our isle have rest, 
Till those devouring swine run down, 

(The devils leaving the possest) 
And headlong in the waters drown. 

The natios-tben too late will find, 
Compiiting all their cost and trouble, 

Director*' proniises but wind. 
South Sea at best a mighty bubble. 



THE DOG AND SHADOW. 

OREcihum portana catulus 4um sp«ctat in undu, 
Apparet libido prsds^inetiem imago : 
Dum speciosa diu damna admiratur, et altfe 
Ad latices inhiat, cadit imp vortice prttceps 
Ore cihus,- nee non siniulachrum corripit una. 
Occupat ille ayidus deceptis faueibusumbram; 
llludit species, ac dentibus aera mordeL 



to A FHIEND, 

WHO HAD BEEN UUCH ABUEBD IN Mi.VM 
DIFFERENT LIBELS. 

T HE greatest monarch may be stabb'd by night. 
And fortune help the murderer iti his fliglit;. 

The 
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The vilest ruffian may commit a rape, 
Yet safe from injur'd innocence escape ; 
And Calumny^ by working under- ground. 
Can unreveng'd the greatest merit wound. 

What's to be doner Shall Wit and LearningchooAe 
To live obscure, and have no fame to lose? 
By Censure frighted out oF Honour's road, 
Nor dare to, use the gifts by-Heavj^ bestow'd ? 
Or fearless enter in through Virtue's gat^ 
And buy distinction at the dearest rate ? 



BILLET TO A COAIPaNY OF PLAYEHS. 

1 HE enclosed^Uilogueisforraed upon the story 
of the secretary's not suffering you to act, unlesa 
jrbu%duldpdyhiTn "300/. perannuhiH upon which, 
you got a-Ucence-^rom the lord.mayoj' to act as 
stroUeiW' - 1 '- ; ^ . 

The priOiogue' supposes, that, upon your being 
forbidden to act, a company of country strollers 
came and hired the playhouse, and your clothes, 
etc., to act in. 

THB FBOtOOUS. 

Our set of Strollers, wanderiilg up and dov/d. 
Hearing ibe house. was empty, came lo town; 
And, with a licence -frorrt our good lord mayor. 
Went to one Giifiith, formerly a player; 
Him, we permiadcd, with a moderate bribe, 
To ipeaic to filrington and all the tribe. 

AS To 
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To let OUT company supply their places, 
And hire us out their scenes, and clothes, and facet 
Is not the truth the truth ? Look full on me; . 
I am not Elrington, nor Griffith he. 
♦hen we perform) look sharp among our crew, 
There's not a creature here you ever knew. 
The former folks were servaOla to the king; 
We, humble strollers, always on the wiqg. 
Now, for my part, I think, upon the whole, 
Rather than starve, a better man would stroll. 

Stay ! let me see — ^Three hundred pounds ayear, 
For leave to act in town ! — Tis plaguy dear. 
Now, here's a warrant ; gallants, please to mark, 
For three thirteens and sixpence to the clerk. 
Three hundred pounds ! Were I the price to fix, 
The public should bestow the actors six; 
A score of guineas, given underhand. 
For a good word or so, we understand. 
To help an honest lad, that's out of place. 
May cost a crown or so ; a common case: 
And, in a crew, 'tis no injustice thought 
To ship a rogue, and pay him not a groat. 
But, in the chronicles of formed ages. 
Who ever heard of servants paying wages?" 

I pity Elrington with all my heart; 
Would he were here this night, to aot my part ! 
I told him what it was to be a stroller; 
How free we acted, and had no comptroller : 
In every town we wait on Mr. may'r, 
First get a licence, then produce our ware; 
We sound a trumpet, or we beat a drum ; 
Huzza! (the schoolboys roar) thcplay'rsarecome! 
And then we cry, to spur the bumkins on, 
Gallants, by Tuesday next we must be gone. 

I told 
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I told him, in the smoothest way I could, 
All this and more, yet it would do no good. 
But Elrington, tears falling from his cheeks, 
He that has shone with lletterton and Wilka, 
To whom our country has been always dear, • 
Who chose, to leave his dearest pledges here. 
Owns all your favours, here intends to stay. 
And, as a stroller, act in. every play : 
And the whole crew this resolution takes. 
To live and die all strollers, for your sakes ; 
Not frighted with an ignominious n:ime, 
For your displeasure is their only shame. 

A pox on Elrington's majestic tone ! 
Now to a word of business in our own. 

Gallants, next Thursday night will be our last ; 
Then without fail we pack up for Belfast. 
Lose not your time, nor our diversion miss, 
The next we act shall be as good as this. 



Great folks are of a finer mould ; 
Lord ! how politely they can scold ! 
While a course English tongue will itch, 
For whore and rogue; and dog and bitch. 
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PROLOeiffi TO A PLAY FOR THE BENEFIT 
OF THE DISTRESSED WEAVERS.* 



''" BT »». IHEKIPAN. 
»OKn Bf hV MmtttaToTi. 1731, 

Great, cry and little W00I7— is now become 
The pla(;^e and proverUof the wcRver's loom: 
No wool tQ»'prk on, neither weft, nor warp; 
Their pockets empiy. and tt^ir stomachs sharp. 
Provok'd. jn loud complaints to you they cry : 
Ladies reiievc-the, weavers : «r they die ! 
Forsake your silks for stutfs ; nor think it strange^ 
To shift ypur clothes, since you delight in (change. 
One thing with freedom I'll presume to tell — 
The men^vill llkeyou e*;efy bit as, well. 

See I am dresa'd from top to toe in stuflf", 
And by my troth, I think I'm. fine enqngh ; 
My wif^ admires me niore, and swears she never, 
}n any dress, h;l)eld me look qp clever. 
And if a ipan be better in such ware, 
What great advantage must it give the fair ! 
Our wool from Jambs of ifiuocence prooeeds i 
Silks come frbin maggots, calicoes from weeds: 
Hence 'tis by sad experience thst we find 
l<adie« io^ilk^ to yapours much inctin'd- 
And yhat are they but maggots in the min' 



- 1 
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* Ad iiuwer to this Pitdogtie and Epilogue is printpd in the 
yfoilu of CoDcancn. N 

for 
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For which I think it reason to cooclude. 
That clothes may change our temper like our food. 
Chintses.are gawdy, and engage oareyea 
Too much about the partycolour^d dyes: 
Although the lustre is from you hegun. 
We see the rainbow, and neglect the sun. 

How sweet and innoceiifs-the country maid, 
With small expense in native woolaway'd; 
Who copies from the fielels her homely green, 
While by her shepherd with delight she'sseen ! 
Should our fair ladies ^ress like her in wool, 
How much more lovely, and how beautiful, 
Without their Indian drapery, they'd ptbvel 
While wool would help to warm us into lovtt ! 
Then, Kke the famous Argonauts of- Greece, 
We'll all contend to gain the Golden Fleece! 



EPILOGUE, BY THE DEAN. 

IFOKEN BV MR. GRirPlTH. 

\Vno dares affirm this is no piOus age, 
When charity begins to tread the stage? 
When actors, who at best, aie hat-dly savers, 
Will give a night of benefit to weavers ? 
Stay— let me see; how finely will it sound ! 
Imprimis, From bis grace * a hundred pound. 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefactors; 
And then comes in the item oF the actors. 

* Atchbiabop King. F 
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Item, The actors frtply givf a day — 
The poet had 90 more who made the play; 

But whence this wondrous cbarityiti- players ? 
They learti it not at sermons, or at prayers: 
Under the rpse, since here are none but frieinU, 
(To own the truth) we have some private ends. 
Since waiting -women, like exacting jades, 
Hold up the prices of their old brocades ; 
We'll dress in manufaptures made at home ; 
Equip our kings asd .geoerals at the Comb.* 
We'llrtg from Meath street .ffigypt'shaughty queen, 
,And Antony shall court her in ratteen. 
In blUe shalloon shall Hannibal be clad, 
And Scipio trail an Irish purple plaid. 
In drugget drest, of thirteen pence ayar^ 
See Philip's sou amid -his Persian guard ; 
And proud Roxana, fir'd with jealous rage, 
With iifty yards of CEajw.skall sweep the stage. 
In short, our kings and princesses wfthin 
Are ail resolv'd this project to begin ; 
And you, our subjects, when you here resort. 
Must imitate the fashion of tbe court 

O! could I see this audience clad in stuff; 
Though money's scarce we should have trade 

, enough : 
But chints, brocades, and lace, take all away, 
And scarce a crown is left to see the play. 
Perhaps you wonderwhence this friendship springs 
Between the weavers and us playhouse kings; 
But wit and weaving had the same beginning; 
paUas Hrst taught us poetry and spiuuing ; 

• A street famous for woollen maaufactares. F. 

And 
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And, next, obterve how this alliance fits, 
For weavers now are just as poor as wits : 
Their brother quillmen, workers for the stage, 
For sorry stuff can get a crown a page ; 
But weavers will be kinder to the players, 
And sell for twenty pence a yard of theirs. 
And, to your knowledge, there is often leas in 
The poet's wit, than ia the player's dressing. 



ANSWER TO DR. SHERIDAN'S PROLOGUE, 
ANUTO DR. SWIFT'S EPILOGUE, 

|N BEHALF OF THE DISTRESSED WEAVERS. 



BT DB. DELANY. 



1 HE Muses, whom the richest silks array. 
Refuse to fling their shining gowns away ; 
The pencil clothes the nine in bright brocades, 
And gives each colour to the pictured maids ; 
Far above mortal dress the sisters shine, 
Pride in their Indian robes, and "must be fine. 
And shall two bards in consort rhyme and huff, 
And fret these Muses witli their playhouse stuff? 

The player in mimic piety may storm. 
Deplore the comb, and bid her heroes arm : 
The arbitrary mob, in paltry rage, 
May curse the belles and chintscs of the age : 
Vet still the artist worm her silk shall sliare. 
And spin her thread of life in service of the fair. 

The cotton plant, u'hoin satire cannon blast. 
Shall bloom the favourite of these realms, and last; 

Like 
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Like yours, ye fair, berfame from ceHBre^rews, 
Prevails in charms, and glares above her foes : 
Your injured plant shall meet a loud dcfeoce, 
And be the emblem of your innocence. 

Some bard, perhaps, whose laudlord was a 
weaver, 
Pean'd the low prologae, to return a favour: 
Some neighbour wit, that would be in the vogue^ 
Work'd with bis friend, and wove the epilogue. 
Who weaves the chaplet, oi-provides the bays. 
For such woolgathering sonneteers as these ? 

Hence then, ye honiespun u'itlings', that persuade 
Miss .Chloe to the fashion of liter maid. 
Shall the wide hoop, that standard; of -the tovn, 
Thus act subservient to a poplin gown? 
Who'd smell of wool, all over ? 'Ti» enough 
Tlie underpetticoat be made of stuff*. 
Lord! to be wrapt in flaatiel just in May, 1 

When, the iields dress'd in flowers appear so gay ! > 
And shall not miss be flower-das wdl as they ? J 

}n what weak coluufs jwouid.tti^ plaid 3[^ar, 
Work'd to a quilt, or studded in a.chvir ! 
The skin, that vies with silk, tfoutdfret with stufiT; 
Or who could bear in bed a tlungso rough? 
Ye knowing fair, how emineot that bed. 
Where the chints diamonds with the silken thread, 
Where rustling curtains call th<; cunpi^.eye, 
And boast the st;%aks and paintingt of the sky ! 
Of flocks they'd have your milky tickiii|; fuH ; - 
And all this for the benefit of wobl1 

" But where," say they^ " shall we bestbff,;jhese 
weavers. 
That spread our streets, and arc such piteous 
c ravers ?" 

The 
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The silk worms (brittle beings !)• prone to fat^ 
Demand their care, to make theirwebs complete: 
These may they tend, their promises receive; 
We cannot pay too much for what they give ! 



ON GAULSTOWN HOUSE.* 

BT DK. DELAKT. 

TiS SO old, and so ugly, and yet so convenient. 
You're sometimes in pleasure, though often in pain 

in't, 
'Tis so large you may lodge a few friends with ease 

in't. 
You may turn and stretch at your length if you 

please in't; 
'Tis ao little, the family live in a press in"t. 
And poor lady Betty f has scarce room to dress 

in't ; 
'Tii so cold in the winter, you can't bear to lie in't, 
And sohot in the summer, you're ready to fry in't; 

• In 1721, Dr. Swift, Dr. Delaoy, Dr. Sheridao. Dr. Stopford, 
the revcTcad Dan Jackson, and tome other company, spent a great 
part of tl^ rinnmeT u GauUtowD, iti the coumirof Wettmeatb, 
ibe Mat Af George Bocfafort, esq. father: to the preeeat earl of 
pdviderf. Mq&f of the gei)tlca>ei) a»eail)led in tbit grotipe bad 
B geoiut ibr poetry, pnd a tjutc for the pa}ile arts. In ibis re* 
tlTement tbcj paiscd their hours very agreeably, and frequently 
amosed iberaBdvcs with puctical jest and whimsies of the brain, of , 
which some slight npecitnrni are here preserved. N. 

f DflUglitc^r of the ear) of Drogheda, and married to George 
pochfori, e»q. F. 

'Ti5 
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iS^ bwift'* roBHt. 

Tis so brittle 'twould scarce bear the weight oft 

tun. 
Yet so staunch, that it keeps out a great deal of 

sud; 
lis so crazy, the weather with ease beats quite 

through it. 
And you're forced every year in some jrart to re- 
new it; 
'Tis 80 ugly, so useful, so big, and so little, 
Tis so staunch, and so crazy, so strong and so 

brittle, 
Tis at one time so hot, and another so cold, 
It is part of the neu, and part of the old i 
It is just half a blessing, and just half a curse — 
X wish then, dear George, it were lietter or wone. 



THE COUNTRY LIFE. 

PABT OF A SUMMBS BFBNT AT GAVLSTOWM H009B- 
THE SEAT or GEOSGB KOCHPOBT, ESQ. 

1 HALIA, tell in sober lays, 
How George,* Nim.t Dan,J Dean,§ pass their 

days; 
And, should our Gaulstown's art grow fallow, 
Yet Neget quig carmina Gallo f 
Here (by the way) by Gallus mean I 
Not Sheridan, but friend Delany. 

• Mr. Rochfort. F. 

+ Hii brother, Mr. Joha Rochfort ; who was called Mmrod, 
from bis great attachment to the chase. F. 

t RcT. Daniel Jackson. F. | Dr. Swift. F. 

Begin, 
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THB COUHTBT LIFE. CM 

Begin, ftiy Muse. First from our t>ow«n 

We sally forth at different hours ; 

At seven the Dean, in night-gown drest, 

Goes round the house to wake the rest; 

At nine, grave Nim and George facetious 

Go to the Dean, to read Lucretius ; 

At ten, my Lady comes and hectors, 

And kisses George, and ends our lectures; 

And when she has him by the neck fast, 

Hals him, and scolds us down to breakfast. 

We squander there an hour or more. 

And then all hands, boys, to the oar ; 

AU, heterocHte Dan except. 

Who neither time nor order kept, 

But by peculiar whimsies drawn, 

Peeps in the ponds to look for spawn ; 

O'ersees the work, or Dragon • rows, 

Or mars a text> or mends his hose; 

Or — but proceed we in our journal— 

At two, or after, we return all; 

From the four elements assembling, 

Warn'd by the bell, all folks come trembling ■[■ 

From airy garrets some descend, 

Some from the lake's remotest end ; 

My lord J and dean the fire forsake, 

Dan leaves the earthy spade and rake : 

The loiterers quake, no corner hides them, 

And lady Betty soundly chides them. 

* A small boat so called. F. 

t The Dean has beea censured, on an idle supposition of tbii 
passage being an allusion to the day of judgment. F. 

t Mr. Rochfigrt's father waa lord chief baron of the excheqnec 
in Ireland. F. 

Now 
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3J4 STIFT • POEMS. 

Now water's brought, and dinner's done i 

With " Church and King" the ladies gone: 

Not reckoning half an hour we pas« 

In talking o'er a moderate glass. 

Dan, growing drowey, like a thief 

Steals off to dose away his beef; 

And this must pass for reading Hamond— 

While George and Deaq go to backgammon. 

George, Nim, and Dean, set out at four, 

And then again, boys, to the oar. 

But when the sun goes to the deep 

(Not to disturb hira in his sleep. 

Or make a rumbling o'er his head, .- 

His candle out, and he abed) 

We watch his motions to a minute, 

And leave the flood when he goes in it. 

Now stinted in. the shortening day. 

We go to prayers, and then to play> 

Tilt supper comes.; and after that 

We sit an hour to drink and chat, 

'Tis late — the old and younger {^jrs, 

By Adam • lighted, walk up stairs. 

The weary Dean goes to his chamber; 

And Nim and Dan to garret cUunbcr. 

So when the circle we have run, . 

The jcurtain falls,and all is done. 

I might have mention 'd several facts, . 
Like episodes between the acts; 
And tell who loses and who wins. 
Who gets a cold, who'breaks his shins; 
How Dan caught nothing in his net^ 
And how the boat was overset. 



• The butler. F. 



For 
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THZ.OOITHTST 111*. 'S 

For brevity I have r^treoch'd 
How in the lake the De^n-was drench'd : 
It would be an exploit (o-brag on, 
How valiant Ceofge. rode -e'er the Dragon; 
How steady ini the storm he sat, 
And sav'd Iiis oar, but tost Ihs hat : 
How Nim (no hunter e'er could match htm) 
Stiil brings us hares, *hen he oan catch 'em ; 
How skilfuily.DaB mends his nets ; 
How fortune fails him when he sen, - 
Or how the Dean delights to vex 
The ladies, and lampoon their sex : 
I might have uM how oft dean Perceral 
Displays his pedantry uomerciful, 
How haughtily, he cocks his Tiose, 
To tell what every schoolboy knows: 
/And with his finger and his thumb. 
Explaining, strikes opposersdumb: 
But now there needs no more be said on't, 
Nor how his wife, that female pedant, 
Shows all her ^eeretS'Of housekeeping; 
For candles how she trucks her dripping; 
Was forced t<> send three miles, for yeast, 
To brew her ale, and raise her paste; 
Tells every thing that you can think of, 
How she cur'd Charly of the chin-cough; 
What gave her brats and pigs the measles. 
And how her doves were killed by weasles; 
How Jowler howl'd, and what a fright 
She had with dreams the other night. 

But now, since I have gone so far on, 
A word or two of lord chief baron ; 



* Stxfiie Dean's letter to Mr. Cope, Oct. 9, 1722. N. 

And 
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$S6 ariTv't POEio. 

And tell how little weight he sets 
On all whig papers and gazettes ; 
But for the politics of Pue, 
Tliinks every syllable is true. 
And since he owns the king of Sweden 
Is dead at last, without evading, 
Now all his hopes are in the czar: 
" Why, Muscovy is not so far : 
Down the Black Sea, and up the Straits, 
And in a month he's at your gates ; 
Perhaps from what the packet brings, 
By Christmas we shall see strange things." 
Why should 1 tell of ponds and drains, 
"Wliat carps we met with for our pains; 
Of sparrows tam'd, and nuts innumerable 
To choke the girls, and to consume a rabble? 
But you, who are a scholar, know 
How transient all things are below, 
How prone to change is human life! 
Last night arriv'd Clem * and his wife — 
This grand event has broke our measures^ 
Their reign began with cruel seizures: 
The Dean must with his quilt supply 
The bed in which those tyrants lie : 
Nim lost his wig block, Dan his Jordan, 
(My lady says, she can't afford one) 
George is half scar'd out of his wits, 
For Clem gets all the dainty bits. 
Henceforth expect a different survey, 
This house will soon turn topsyturvy : 
They talk of further alterations, 
■ Whish causes many speculations. 

• Mr. Clement Barry. F. 
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THOMAS SHERIDAN; CLEkk; 

TO GEOEGE-NIM-DAN-ijEAlT, Esq. 

iiilf 15, 1721, Wnlghi 

I'D have you t' know, George,* Dan,t t>'e&n/J 

and Nim, § 
"That t've learneti how verse V compose triirf. 
Much better b'half th'n yoii, n'r yoii, n'i* hiuij 
And (Hat I'd rid'cule their 'nd your flain-flini, 
Ay b't then, p'rhaps, says you, t's k tfleri-y wHim 
With 'biindande of mark'd tibteS V th' Hm", 
Soth't I Odght n"t for V be itidrose 'nd t' Ibbk grim; 
Think n't your 'p'stle put m' id a megfJni J 
Though 'n rep't't'on day, I 'ppeaf Ver* slim, 
Th' last bowl 't Helsham's did m'head t' swirfi, 
So Ih't I h*d man' aches 'u 'v'ty acrbbb'd Mrtihi 
Cause th' top of th* bowl Ih'd oft us'd t' ski(n ; 
And b'sides D'la'n'swears tli't Ih'd swall'w'd s'v'r'l 
brimmers, 'nd that my vis'ge's coVVd o''er with f 'd 
pimples : m'f o'er thoiigh m' sciill frere ('s 'tfs n't) 

's strong's tim- 
ber, 't must have ak d. TTi' elans of th'c'negeSah- 

h'd ri in, 
ti-es'nf the'r humbl' and 'fect'ftafe re's'petts ; that 
's t' say, t)'Irt', 'chlin', P. Ludf,T>ic' St'wartj 
H'Isham capt'n P'rr' Walmsi', 'rid Longsh'nks 
Timm.jl 

* George fiochibrt. F • f Mi". Jaekibnj Fi 

J Dr. Swift, r, 5 Mr John Rochfort, F: 

II Dr. James Stopferd, afterward bUbup cf dloyne, F, 
>'OI^^X*l*r , S , OEORCfe- 
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GEOROE-NIM-DAN^DEAN'S ANSWER. 

jUEAR Sheridan ! a gentle pair 

Of a Gaulstowu lads (for such they are) 

Besides a brace of grave divines, 

Adore the smootjiness of thy lines : 

Smooth as our basin's silver flood, 

Ere George had robb'd it of its mud ; 

Smoother than Pegasus' old »hoe. 

Ere VuJcao conies to makebim new. 

The.board on which we set onr a — a 

Is not so smootli as are thy verses ; 

Compar'd witli which (and that,s enough) 

A smoothing, iron itself U rough. 

Nor praise I less that circumcision. 

By modem poett call'd elision. 

With which, in proper station plac'd, 

Thy polishM lines are firmly brac'd. 

Thus a wise tailor is not pinching, 

fitit.tuFns at every seaman inch in;, 

Or else, be sure, your broad-cloth breeches 

Will ne'er be smooth, nor hold their stitchefc 

Thy verse, like brick^ defy th^ weather. 

When smooth'd by rubbing them togethcF ; 

Thy- words so closely wedg'd and short are^ 

Like walls, more lastiog without mortar; 

By leaving out the needless vowels. 

You save the charge of lime and trowelSi 

One letter still another locks, 

Each groov'd anddovetail'd Irfte a box;^ 

Thy muse is tuckt up and succinct p 

In chains thy syllables are liakt ; 

Thy 
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bEORGE-NiM-DAN-BiAN'fl ANSWEE. 25^ 

Thy woi-ds together tfd in Small hanks^ 

Close as the Macedonian phalanx ; 

Or lilce the umbo <jf the RdmatiS; 

Which Kerceit ftjes could breafc by tio itiean*. 

The critic to his grief will find, 

How firmly theSe indentures bind. 

So, in the kindred painter's art; 

The gliortening is the nicest part; 

Pliilologet^ of fiitiil-e agfes; 
Ho* will they jioTe upon- thy page^ I 
Kor will they dare to break the joints, 
But help tlieetd be read with points: 
Or else, to show their learned Ubour, yoQ 
May backward be petus'd like' Hebrew, 
In whicil'theynecd not Idse a bit 
W'of thy harmony or wit. 
To make a work completely fine, 
KubiUer and weight and measure join ; 
Then all muSt grant your lineS are weighty, 
Whete thirty weifjh as much aS eighty ) 
AM must a41dw your numbers raot^, 
Where twenty lines exceed fourscore j 
SIoTCan we- think your measUre shorty 
Wherfe less than forty* fill a quarts 
With Alexandrian in the close; ■ 
tongjltmg, long, long( like Dan's long.rtose'. 



.i'GoogIc 



( 260 ) 



GEORGE-NIM-pAN-DEAN'S INVITATION 
TO THOMAS SHERIDAN. 

GaofatowD, Aag.2,1731. 

Ue AR Tom, this verse, which however the begin- 
ning may appear, yet in the eod's good metre, 
Is sent to desire that, when your August vacatloK 

comes, your friends you'd meet here. 
For why should you stay in the liUhy hole, I mean 

the city so smoky, 
When you have not one friend left in town, or at 

least not one that's witty, to joke w' ye? 
For as for honest John,* though I'm not sure on't, 

yet I'll be hang'd, lest he 
Be gone down to the county of Wexford with that 

great peer the lord Anglesey. 
O ! but I forgot ; perhaps, by this time, you may 

have one come to town, but I don't know wether , 

he be friend or foe, Delany : 
But, however, if he be come, bring him down, and 

you shall go hack in a fortnight, fori know 

there's no delaying ye. 
O ! I forgot too ; I believe there may beonemore, 

I mean that great fat joker, friend Helsham, he 
That wrote the prologee, f and if yoa stay with 

him, depend on't, in the end, he'll sham ye. 



* Supposed to mean Dr. ■Wah«s!ey. F. 

-f Obc ipokeii by young Pntland, io 1 7^0, (tefiire HippoIyWsj 
in which Dr. Sberiilan (wbo had wriCten a prologue for the occa- 
fiotv) wiwmost unexpectedly and egregiously langhtcd it. 7. 

Briig 
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CEEBGE-NIM- dak-dean's INVITATION. Q6\ 

Bring down Long Shanks Jim* too; but, now I 

think on't, he's not yet come from Courtown,| 

I fancy ; 
For I heard, a month ago, that he was down there 

a courting sly Nancy. 
However, bring down yourself, and you bring 

down all ; for, (o say it we may venture, 
In thee Delany's spleen, John's mirth, Helsham's 

jokes, and the soft soul of amorous Jemmy, 

centre. J 

POSTSCRIPT. 

I had forgot to desire you to bring down what I 

say ypu have, and you*ll believe me as sure as 

a gun, and own it ; 
I mean, what no other mortal in the universe can 
• boast of, your own spirit of pun, and own wit. 
And now I hope you'll excuse this rhyming, which 

I must say is (though written somewhat at large) 

trim and clean; 
And so I conclude, with humble respects as usual, 

Your most dutiful and obedient 

Gkobge-Nim-Dan-Dean. 

* Dr. James, Stopford, btahop of Cloyne. F. 

f The scat of—- Haaay, eiq. in ihc county of Kildare. F . 

{ This In viladon seems to have been the joint composition of 
George Rocbfort, John Hochfbrt (who was caifcd Nim, or 
Nimrod, by Dr. Swift> beoeuse he was food of hunting), Dan 
Ja<;kion, and Dr. Swift, in a vein of wbim and meEriment j 
qn^i in all probability, was sent off directly by ihe post to She* 
tidan. The letter from Dr. Sheridan. July 13, 1721, addressed 
to George Nim-Dan-Dean^ esq. seems to have siiggcsted ifac bint. 
Seep. 257r ^'. , 

S3 Tp 
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TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, ESQ. 

IfPOH HIS IKCOMfAJLLKLK tE^SKS, ETC. 

BT DR. DELANT, IN BJlEBlDAir's HAMB.* 

Hail, Jiuman Gompouijd qui^^n^arious, 
Invincible as wight Briareus ! 
Hail I do.ubly-do^bled nitgbty tnerry one^ 
Stronger than triple-body'd Gqryon! 
O may your vastness deign t' excn^e 
The praises of a puny Muse, 
Unable, in her utmost flight, 
To reach thy huge colossian height. 
T' attempt to write like thee were frantic^ 
Whose Hoes are, like tliyselt^ gigantic. 
Yet let me bless, in humblei' strain, 
Thy vast, thy bold Cainbysian vein, 
jPour'd out t' enrich thy native isle, 
As Egypt wont to be with Nile. 
O, how I joy to see thee wander, 
Jo many a winding loose meander. 
In circling mazes, smootji and supple^ 
And ending in a clink quadruple; 
Loud, yet agreeable withal. 
Like rivers rattling in their fall ! 
Thine, sure, is poetry divine, 
Where wit and majesty conabine; 
Where every line, as huge as seven, 
if rtretch'd in length, would reach to Heaven: 
Here all comparing would be slandering, 
The least is more than Alexandi-ine. 

* These were written all in cirdei. F. 

Against 
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TO GEORaS-<KIU-I)JkN-Z>£AN, ESd. :Wl 

Against thy verse Time sees with pain, 
He whets his envious sithe in vain; 
For, thougli from thee he mudi may pare. 
Yet much thou still wiU have to spare. 

Thou hast alone the skill to feast 
With Roman elegance of taste, 
Who hast of rhymes as vast resources 
As Pompey's caterer of courses. 

O thou, of all thfe Nine inspirVll 
My languid soul, with teachiirg tir'd, 
How is it raptur'd, when' it thinks 
On thy harmonious set of clinks ; 
'Each answering eacli in various rhymee^ 
Like Echo to St. Patrick's chimes ! 

Tliy Muse, majestic in her rage, • 
Moves like Statira on the stage; 
And scarcely can one page sustain 
The length of such a flowing train : 
Her train, of variegated die, 
'phoM's like Thaumantia's in the sky ; 
Alike they glow, alike they please. 
Alike imprest hy Phalnis' rays. , 

Thy verse — (Ye Gods! 1 cannot'bear it) 
To what, to what shall 1 compare it? 
'Tis like, M'hat I have oft heard spoke on, 
Tlie famous statue of Laocoon. 
Tis like, — O yes, 'tis very like It, 
The long, long string, with wliich you fly V'te- 
Tis like what you, an(! one or two more, 
Roar to your Echo • in good humour; 
And every couplet thou hast wiit 
Concludes like Rattah-whittab-wiiit.l 

• At GanlstowD, there is a remarkably famous echo. F. 
t AAallttsiootOtlictouiidpnxlaced byllicochD. -F. 

e4 T( 



=dbvGooglc 



C64 bwift's poems. 

TO MR. THOMAS SIIERIDAl^, 

VrOS HIS VZBBES WRITTBK I^ CIRCLK5. 

By DR. SM'IFT. 

It never was known that circular letters, 
Py humble companions was sent to their betttsrs.: 
And, {(S to the subject, our judgment, meherc'le, 
is (his, that you argu? like fools in a circl^. 
But nc^iy for your verse? ; we tell you, impritifis, 
i'lie segment so large, 'twixt your reason an^ 

'rhyme is. 
That we walk all about like a horse in a pQUpd, 
And, before we find either, our noddles turn rountl. 
Sufficient 'i\ were, one would thiuk, in your macj 

rant, 
To give us your nieasures of line by a quadrant, 
But we took our dividers, and found your d— n"f| 

metre, 
Iq each single verse, took up a diameter. 
But how, Mr. Sheridan, came you to venture 
, George, Dan, Dean, and Nim, to place in tl)c 
centre?* 
"Twillappear, to your cost, you are fairly trepann'dj. 
For the chord of your circle is now in their hand. 
The chord, or the radius, it matters not whether, 
By which your jade Pegasus, fixt in a tether, 
As her betters are us'd, shall, be lash'd rouud the 

I'ing. 
Three fellows with whips, and the dean holds the 

string. 

*Tbcirfigurcswcrcin tbc centre of tbe verses. F. 

' ' ■ WiU 

L ,l,z<,i:,., Google 



OJf DR.SUEBIDAN S CIKCULAB VEBSES. S09 

Will Hancock declares, you are outofyour compass, 
To encroach on his art by writing of bombast; 
And has taken just now a firm resolution 
To answer your style without circumlocution. 
Lady Betty *^ presents you her service moat 

humble, 
Aiifi is not afi-aid your worship will grumble, 
Til It she makes of your verses a hoop for mis» 

Tam.t 
Which is all at present; and so I remain— 



PN DR. SHERIDAN'S CIRCULAR VERSES. 

$T MR. GBOBGB BOCHPORT. 

\VlTH music and poetry equally blest, 
A baid thus Apollo most humbly addrest; 
" Great author of harmony, verses, and light ! 
Assisted by thee, I both fiddle and write. 
Yet. unheeded I scrape, or I scribble all day. 
My verse is neglected, my tunes thrown away. 
Thy substitfite here. Vice Apollo,;}^ disdains- 
To vouch for my numbers, or list to roy strains; 
Thy maaudl signet refuses to put 
To the airs I produce from the pen or the gut. 
Be thou then propitious, great Fhcebus t and grant 
Belief, or reward, to my merit, or want. 

•Thclady ofpeorgeRochfort.Mq. F. 
t Misi TboniBBon, lady Bett/'g daughter. F. 
t Sec "Apollo to tbc Dean," p. 213. N. 

Though 
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iSG6 swift'* x;o£U«. 

Xbeii^h M>e iDean and Delany traosceiidently 

sUine, 
O brightwi'One aolo or sonnet 'of mine '. 
With tiiem I'-m coateDt thou sliouldst nuke th^ 

Abode ; 
But visit thy servant in jig or in ode ; 
Make one iivork imniDrtal : 'tis all I request." 
ApoJlo ileok'd pleae'd ; aiid, resolving to jest, 
Reply'd, " Honest friend, I've consider'd thy case: 
Nor dislike thy <well-meani^g and humorous face. 
Thy petition I grant: the boon ia not great; 
Thy works shall continue ; and here's the receipt. 
On rondeaus hereafter thy fiddtestrings spend : 
Write verses in circles : they never shall end.'* 



ON DAN JACKSON'S PICTURE, 

CUT IS SILK AND FAPEB. 

To fair Iftdy Bet*y * Dan sat for his ipiclatre, 
And defy'^dhertodrawhim so eft as hepiqu'-dber. 
He knew.she'd no pencil or colouring by her, 
And tberefo« he thongbt he might safely defy her. 
Come ut,-say6 my lady ; then wiiipsap her scissar, 
And cats out hs coxcomb is silk io a trace, sir. 
Dan sat with attentioai, and saw with Bitrprise 

' Ilovsheiengtben'd his clun, how ishc Jiolkw'4 
. his eyes ; 
But flatterd himself with a secret conceit, 

' That his thin lantern jaws all her art would defeat 
Lady Betty observ'd it, then pulls out a^in. 
And varies the grain of the stuif to his grin ; 

» See p. 265. 

And, 
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ON THE SAUE PICTURE. jSfi? 

And, to make roasted silk to resemble his raw bone. 
She rais'd up a thread to the jet of his jaw bone; 
Till at length in exactest piopprtion lie rose, 
From the ciown or his head to the arch af bis nose ; 
Andif lady Betty had drawn him with whig and all, 
'Tis certain the copy had outdone the origioal. 
Well, that's but my outside, says Dan with a 
vapour; 
Say you SO, says my lady ; I've lin'd it with paper. 
Pate. Delany sculp. 



ON THE SAMfl PJCTUEB- 

C^LAKISSA draws her scissars from the ewe ' 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jackson's face ; . 
One sloping cut made forehead, nose, and chia,^ 
A nick prodiic'd a mouth, and made him grin, > 
Such as in tailor's iiieasufe you have seen. J 

But still were wandagfais griaaalkin e/yeB, 
For which gray worsted stocking paiat supplies. 
Th'unravel'd thread throughneedle'seyeconvey'd 
Transferr'd itseU' into his pasteboard head. 
H»w came the st^issars to be thus outdone? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 
O wonderous force of art ! now look at Dim-^ 
You'll swear the pasteboard was the better man. 
"The devil! says he, the head is not so full!" 
Indeed it is — behold the paper skull. 

Tho. ShITRIUAN JCKiJpt 
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ON THE SAME PICTURE. 
JJAN'S evil genius ia a trice 
Had stripp'd him of his coin at dice. 
Chloe, observing th.is disgrace, 
On Pam cut out his rueful face. 
By G — , says Dan, 'tis very hard. 
Cut out at dice, cut out at card ! 

G. ROCHFORT sculp. 



ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

■Whilst you three merry poets traffic 

To give lis a description graphic 

Of Dan's large nose in modern sapphic; 

I spend my time in making serrnons. 
Or writing libels on the Germans, 
Qr niurmuring al whigs' preferments. 

But when I would find rlyone for Rochfort, 
And took in English, French, and Scotch fo^" t. 
At last I'm fairly forc'd to botch for't. ' 

BJd lady Betty recollect her, 

And tell, who was it could direct her 

To draw the face of such a spectre r 

I inust confess, that as to me, sirs, 
Though I ne'er saw her hold the scissars, 
^ now could safely swear it is hers. 

■Tis 
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'Tis true, no nose could come in better; - 
'Tts a vast subject stuff 'd with matter, 
Whieb all may handle, none can flatter. 

Take courage, Dan ; this plainly shows. 
That not the wisest mortal knows 
What fortune may befa! his nose: 

Show me the brightest Irish toast. 
Who from her lover e'er could boast 
Above a song or two at most : 

For thee three poets now are drudging ail, 

To praise the cheeks, chin, nose, the bridge and all. 

Both of the picture and original. 

Thy nose's Hength aqd fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that every friend 
Tries, who shall have it by the end. 

And future poets, as they rise. 
Shall read with envy and surprise 
Thy nose outshining Caelia's eyes. , 

Jon. Swift. 



DAN JACKSON'S DEFENCE. 

" My verse Utile better you'll find than my face is, 
A word to the m\s^--ut fietura fociis." 

X HREE merry lads, with en^-y stung, 
Because Dan's face is better hung, 
Combin'd in verse to rhyme it down, 
And in its place set op^ their owii j 
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As if they'rf i^ti'irdbWd much brttet 

By numbCT'of diBir feet itl metre, 

Or that its red ditf came tlidr'spite, 

Which made' thero' draw in black and whk«l 

Be that as 'twill, this i» nioat true, 

They were inspir'd-by what they drew. 

Let then such critics know, my face 

Gives them thetr comeliness and graces 

While every line of face dbe« bring 

A line of grace to what they sing. 

But yet, metbinks, though K-ith disgrace 

Both to the picture and the facCj 

I should' name them who do rehearse 

The story of the picture farce; 

The squire, in French- as hai-d'asstdbe^ 

Or strong asrock; t1)at<» all as-one; 

On face on oaitis iff very bH£k, mm. 

Because on them you play at whisk, sirs^ 

But much I wonder,, why my crany 

Should envy'd be by De-el-any : 

And yet much more, that half-namesake 

Should join a party in the freak. 

For sure I am it was not safe 

Thus to abuse his better hah; 

As I shall prove you, Dan, to bC, 

Divisim and conjunctively^ 

For if Dan love not Sherry, can 

Sherry be any thing to Dan? 

This is the case whene'er you see 

Dan makes nothing of Sherry; 

Or should Dan be by Sherry o'erta'eti,.^ 

Then Dan would be poor Sherrjdane ; 

Tis hard then he should be decry 'd 

By Dan with Sherry by his side. 

But,- 

Li.iliz,,!:,., Google 



MB. KOCHFOET S' KBPLT. 

But, if the case must be so hard; 
That faces suffer by a card. 
Let critics censure, what care I? 
Backbiters only we defy. 
Faces are free from injury. 



MR. ROCHFORTS REPLY. 

You say your face is better hnng 

Than ours — by what? by nose* or tongue? 

In not expiaining' you are wrong' 

to '119, sir. 

Because we thus must state the case, 
That you have got a hanging- face, 
Th' untimely end's a danin'd disgrace 

of noosQt' sii; 

But yet be not cast dowa: Isee- 
A weaver will your hangman.be; 
You'll only hang; in tapestry- 

with many: 

And then theladies^ I sufpofe, 

Will praise your longitude' of nuse, ■ • 

For latent charms wi^inyour clothe^ 

dear Danny. 

Thus will the fair Of every age 
From all parts make their pilgrimage^ 
Worship thy nose with piuiu rage 

«f love, sir; 

AM 
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AU their religion will be spent 
About thy woven monument. 
And not one orison be sent 

to Jove, sir. 
You the fam'd idol will become, 
As gardens grac'd in ancient Rome, 
By matrons vorship'd in the gloom 

of night: 
O happy Dan ! thrice happy sure ! 
Thy fame for ever shall endure. 
Who after death can love secure 

at sight. 
So far I thought it was my duty 
To dwell upon thy boasted beauty; 
Now I'll proceed a word or twot' ye 

in answer 
To that part where you carry on 
This paradox, that rock and stone 
In your opinion are all one: 



How can, sir, 



A man of reasoning so profound 

So stupidly be run aground, 

As things so different to confound 

t' our senses: 
Except you judg'd them by the knock 
Of near an equal hardy block: 
Such an experimental stroke 

convinces. 
Then might you be, by dint of reason, 
A proper judge on this occasion; 
'Gainst feeling there's no disputation, 

is granted: 
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llierefttre to thy superior wit, 
Who made the trial, we submit; 
Thy head to prove the trufh of it 

ve wanted. 
Inone assertion you're to blame, 
Where Dan and Sherry's made the sanje. 
Endeavouring to have your name 

refin'd, sir: 

Yoult see most grossly you mistook, 
If you consult your speUing-bool^, 
(The better half you s?y you toqk) 

you'll find, sir; 

S, H, E, she— and R, I, ri. 
Both put together'make Sherry, 
D, A, N, Dau — makes up the three 

syllables; 

Ban is but one, and Sherri two, 
Then, air, your choice will never do; 
Therefore I've tura'd, my friend, on you 

the tables. 



DR. DELANY'S REPLY. 

A.SSIST me, my Muse, whilel labour to Itmnhim : 
Credite, P'uonea, isti tabula persimilem. 
You took and you write with so different a grace, 
That I envy your verse, though I did not your face. 
And to him that thinks rightly, there's reason 

enough, 
'Cause one is as smooth, as the other is rough. 
vol.. XVI. , t But 
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But much I'm amaz'd you should tnink.iny' 

design 
Was to rhyme down your nose, or yobr harlequin 

grin, 
Which you yourself wonder the dc'e! should 

■ malign. 
And if 'tis so strange, that your nioD3tershi|}'» 

crany 
Should be envy'd by him, much less by Delany; 
Though I own to you, when I consider it stricter, 
I envy the painter, although not the picture. 
And justly she's envy'd, since a fiend of Hell ■ 
Was never drawn right but by her and Raphael. 
Next, as to the charge, M'hich you tell us is true, 
Tliat we were inspir'd by the subject "we drew. 
Inspir'd we were, and well, sir, you knew it; 
Yet not by your nose, but the fair one that drew it ; 
Had your nose been the Muse, ;we had ne'er- beei 

inspir'd, , 

Tho' perhaps it j^niglit justly, 've beco said Wi 
., were fir'd. 
As to the division of words in your staves, 
Likemy countryman's bo rncomjbjinto three halves, 
I meddle not with "t, but presume to make merry. 
You call'd Dan one half, and t'other half Sherry; 
Now if Dan's a Half, as you call't o'er and o'er, 
5rheh,it can't be detiy'd that Siierry's t\i^p more. 
For pray give me leave to say, sir, for all you. 
That Sherry's at least of dotible the yajlue. 
But perhaps, sir, you did it to fill up>-the verse 
§0 crowds in a concert (jilte.i^tof;s,iii a-farce) 
Play two parts in one, when scrapy^jra are«cftjce. 
But be.tb^t-as 'twill, ypu'll know more afioo, sir, 
-TA^Jieii Sheridan sends tp Merry Dan ans.wer. 



:l 
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SHERIDAN'S RE^»LYr 

1 HREE merry lads you own we are; 
Tis very true, and free from care, 
But envious we cannot bear, 

believe, sir: 
For, were all forms of beauty thine, 
Were you like Nereus soft and fioe, 
We should not in the least repine, 

or grieve, sir. 
Then know from us, most beauteous Dan,- 
Tliat roughness best becomes a man ; 
Tin women should be pale and wan, 

and taper; 

And all your trifling beaux and fops, 

Who comb their brows, and sleek their chc^,;. 

Are but the offspring of toyshops, 

mere vapour. 
We know your morning hours yon pass 
To cuU and gather out a. face ; 
Is this the way you take your glass ? 

Forbear it : 
Those loads of paint upon your toilet, 
Will never mend your face, but spoil it, 
It looks as if you did parboil it: 

Drink claret. 

Your cheeks, by ■sleeking, are so lean. 
That they're like Cytlthii in the wane. 
Or breast of goosfe when 'tis pick'd clean, 
or puUet: 

- t2 See 
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See what by dr'iDking you liavc done: 
YouVe made your phiz a skeleton. 
From the long distance of your crown, 

t' your gullet 



A REJOINDER. 

BT THE' DBAH, IN JACKSON's HAMB. 

Wearied with saying grace and prayer, 
I hasten'd down to country air, 
To read your answer, and prepare 

reply to't: 

But your fair lines so grossly flatter, 
Pray, do they praise me, or bespatter? 
I mnst suspect you mean the latter — 

Ah I slyboot! 

It must be so ! what else, alas ! 
Can mean by culling of a face, 
And all that stuff of toilet, glass, 

and box-comb? 

But be't as 'twill, this you must grant. 
That you're a daub, whilst I but paint ; 
Then which of us two is the quaint- 
er coxcomb? 

I value not your jokes of noose. 
Your gibes and all your foul abuse, 
More than the dirt beneath my shoes, 

nor fear tt; 

Yet 
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Yet one thing vexe$ me, I own, 

Thou sorry scarecrow of skin and bone ; 

To be called lean by a skeleton, 

who'd bear it? 

Tis true, indeed, to curry friends, 
You seem to praise, to make amendi. 
And yet, before your stanza ends, 

you flout me, 
'Bout latent charms beneath my clothes, 
For every one that knows me knows 
That I have nothing like my nose 

about me : - 
I pass now where yoa fleer and laugh, 
'Cause I call Dan my better half! 
there you think you have me safe ! 

But hold, sir: . 
Is not a penny often found 
To be much greater than a pound ? 
By your good leave, my most profound - r 

ami bold sir, 
Dan*3 noble metal, Sherry base; 
So Dan's the better, though the less, 
An ounce of gold's worth ten of brass, 

duU pedant I 
As to your spelling, let me see, ;. 

If SiiE make sher, and HI make ry, 
(rood ipelUng- master; your craoy 

has lead on't. 
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ANOTHER REJOINDER. 

BY THE DeAKi IN JACKSO^'s NAME. 

JL HREEdays for answer I have waited, 
I tlipiiglit ap ace youM ne'er liave bated ; 
And art thou forc'd to yield, ill fated 

poetaster ? ■ 

Henceforth ackiLo>vIedg.e, .that a nose 

Of thy dimension's fit for prose. 

But every one that kpows I^an, knows 

pthy master. 

Bhish for ill spelling, for ill iines, 
And;fly with iiuxry to ramiaes ; 
Thy fame, thy genius Qoyv declines, 

prou^-boast^' 

I hear with some concern you roar. 
And flying think to quit the score, 
By clapping billets on your dopr 

and po4t^ ^r. 

Thy ruin, Tom, I never meant, 
I*m giiev'd to hear your banishment, 
But plea$*d to find you do relent 

■ and cry on. . 

I maurd you, when you loolc'd so Wuff, 
But now ril secret keep your stuff; 
For kuow, prostration is enough 

to th' lion. 

■A .-^r gHBRIPAH'S 
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SHERIDAN'S SUBMISSION. 

BY THfi DSAH. 

" Ccdojam, miiisra co^noscent pnemia rixse. 
Si rixa est, ubi tu pulaM ego vapulo Uniom." 

i OOR Sherry, inglorious, 
To Dan the victorious. 
Presents, as 'tis fitting, 
Petition and greeting. 

To you, victorious and brave. 

Your now subdued and suppliant slave 

Most humbly sues for parcjob ;. 
Who when I fought still cut me down, 
And when I vanqiiish'd fled the town; 

Pursued and laid itie hard on. ' 

Now lowly crouch 'd*I cry peccavi. 
And prostrate <;upplicate pour ma vie ^ 

Your mercy i rely on ; 
For you, my conqueror and my king, 
In pardoning, as in punishing, 

Will show yourself a lion. 

Alas ! sir, I had no design. 
But was unwarily drawn in ; 

For spite I ne'er had any; 
Twas the damn'd 'squire with the liard name; 
The de'el too that ow'd me a shame, 

The devil and Delany;* 

They tempted me t'attack your highness. 
And then, with wonted wile and slyness, 

T 4 Tiiey 



L, 
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They left lue in the lurch: 
Unhappy vfetch ! for now, I ween, 
I've nothing left to vent my spleen 

But ferula and birch : 

And they, al^s ! yietd small relief. 
Seem rather to renew my grief. 

My wounds bleed all anew : 
For every stroke goes to my heart, 
And at each lash I feel the smart 

Of Jftsh laid on by you. 



TO THE REV. DANIEL JACKSON. 

70 SB HUHpLV PRSSEKTED BY MR. SBBKIDAH |K 
rEBtON, WITH ^BSPECI, t?A,RB, AlfD STBBO^ 



XlERE I return my trust, nor ask, 
One penny for remittance ; 

Jf I havp well perform 'd my task, 
Fra^ sen^ Qie an aoquittance. 

Too long I bore th's weighty pack, 

As Hercules the sky ; 
fSow take l^im you, Dan Atlas, back, 

Let me he stander-by. 

Not all the witty things yp\i speak 

In compass of a day, . 
^ot half the puns you make a week, 

^(lould bribe his longer stay. 



With 
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TO THE REV. DANIEL JACKSON* S8l 

With me you Ifeft him out at uurse, 

Yet are you not my debtor; 
For, as he hardly can be worse, 

I ne'er could make him better. 

He rhymes and puns, and puns and rhymes, 

Just as he did before ; 
And, when he's lash'd a hundred times. 

He rhymes and puns the more. 

When rods are .laid on schoolboys' bums. 

The more they frisk and skip : 
The schoolboy's top but louder hums 

The more they use the whip. 

Thus, a lean beast beneath a load 

(A beast of Irish breed) 
Will, in a tedious dirty road, 

Outgo the prancing steed. 

You knock htm down and down in vain. 

And lay^im flat before ye, 
for, soon as he gets up again, 

Jle'H strut, and cry, Victoria ! 

At every stroke of mine, he fell, 

'Tis true he roar'd and cry'd ; 
But his impenetrable shell 

Could feel no harm beside. 

The tortoise thus, with motion slow, 

Will clamber up a wall ; 
Yet, senseless to the hardest blov, 

Gets nothing but a'falL 

Dear 
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Dear Dan, then, why should you, or I^ 

Attack his pericraiiy? 
Aorl, since it is in viain to try. 
We'll send him to Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Lean tom, when I saw ^im, last wfejc, 90 his 

horse awrjj, ■ 
Threaten'^ loudly ^0 turn ni$ tp stpne wiUi his 

sorcery. 
But, I thiii)t, little Dap; that, ip spite of what oujf 

foe says, 
He will find. I j;ead .Oyi4 .4pd.h>? M^tamorphosii; 
For omitting the firsj; .{where I inakp a comparison. 
With a sort of allusion to Putland* or Harrison) 
Yet, by my description, you'll find he in short 11 
A pack and a garran, a top and a tortoise. ' 
So I hope fromhenceforw^rd you ne'erwill ask, caii 

I maul 
This teazing, conceited, rude, insolent animal? 
And, if t^i^ rebuke minfht tumio.his benefit, 
(For I pity the man) I should be glad then of it. 



TO DR. Sheridan: 

ON HIS '*ART OP ryilNI^G."^ 

xIaD I ten thousand mouths and tongues. 
Had I ten thousand pair of lungs, 
Ten thousand sculls with brainS to think, 
Ten thousand standishes of ink, 

* Alluding to the Prologue, mentioned above, p. 240. N. - 
t Printed in the ninctcoDtb Toiunie. N. 
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TO D|t. SaXIlIpAN £ 

Ten thousand hands and pens to writer 
Thy praise, I'd study day aftd night, 

O may thy work for ever live !- 
(Dear Toni.-a friendly zeal forgive) 
May no vile jniscreaqt saucy cook 
Presume to tear thy learned book, 
To singe bis fowl for nicer guest. 
Or pin it on the turkey's breast. 
Keep it from pasty bak'd or flying. 
From broiling steak, or fritters frying. 
From lighting pipe, or making SDufi; 
Or casing up a feather muff, 
Froni all the several ways the grocer 
(Who to the learned world's a foe, sir) 
Has found in twisting, foldini^ packing 
His brains and ours at once a racking. 
And may^it neyer curl the head 
Of either living iilock or dead 1 
Thus, whep all dangers they have past; 
Your leaves, Like leaves of brass, shall iatf. 
Ko blast shail'from a critic's breath, 
By vile infection, cause their death, 
,Till they in fiames at' last expire. 
And help to set the world on fire. 
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THE OniGINAL OF PUNNING, 
Fpoii Plato's sthpos^ace?. 

BT ©H. SHERIDAN.* 

Once on a time, in merry mood, 

Jove cnade a Pu n of flesh and blood ; 

A double, two-Jacd living creature, 

Androgynot, of twofold nature, 

For back to back with single skin ^\ 

He bofind the male and female in ; / 

So mitch alike, so near the same, : 

They stpck as closely as their name. 

Wliatever words the male exprest 

The female turn'd them to a jest; 

Whatever words the female spoke, 
, The male converted to a joke : 

So, in this form of man and wife 

They led a merry punning life. 

The Gods from Heaven descend to Eartb, 

Drawn down -by their alluring mirth ; 
. So well they seem'd to like the sport, 

Jove could not get them back to court. 

Th* infernal Gods ascend as well, 

Drawn up by magic pyNs from Hell. 

Judges and furies quit their post, 

And not a soul to mind a ghost. 

" Heyday !" says Jove : says Pluto too, 

•* I think the Devil's here to do ; 

* This and tbe fotlowiog poem were originally published <mth 
*• "l^! Art of Puaning," printed in Vol. XIX. N. 

^ Here's 
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Here's Hell broke looseandHeav'n'sqiuteempty, 

Wc scarce have left one God in twenty. 

tray, what has set them all a running F" — 

" Dear brother, nothing else but puxnino. . 

fiehoM that double creature yonder 

Delights them with a double entendre.^ 

" Ods-fish,"say8 Pluto, "where's your thunder? 

Let drive, and split this thing asunder !" 

*' That's right;" quotli Jove ; with that he threw 

A bolt, and split it into two ; 

And when the thing was split in twain. 

Why then it ponn'd as much again. 

'* 'Tis thus the diamonds M'C refine. 
The more we cut, ihe more they shiue : 
And ever since, j'Oivr Men of Wit, 
Until they're cut, can't pun a bit. 
So take a starling when 'tis young, 
And down the middle slit the tougiie. 
With groat or sixpence, 'tis no matter, 
You'll find the bird will doubly chatter. 

•' Upon the whole, dear Pluto, you know, 
Tis well I did not slit my Juno ! 
For, had I done't, whene'er she'd scold me, 
She'd make the Heavens too hot to hold mc." 

The God's, upon this application, 

Return 'd each to his habitation. 

Extremely pleas'd with this newjok^; 

The best, they swore, he ever spoke. 



TROM MY MUC^l HONOURED FRIEJJD 
AT HELDELVIJLIE, [pR. DELANY.}' 

XxAIL to the sage, who, from his native store, 
Produc'd a science n^ver known before, 

' ^ Sc'wnc* 
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Sfcieiice of ^ords, (ince jargon of the scliools, , I 
The plague of wise men, and the boast of fooli, > 
Made easy now and useful in jour rules ! J 

"Where wii and humour equally combine, 
Our mirth at once io raise and to refine, 
X'll now not half the worth of sounds we ft new, 
Their virtual value was reserv'd for you. 
To trace their various mazes, dud set forth 
Their hidden force, and multiply their wortli ; 
Forif t'express one sense our words we choose, 
A double meaning is of double use. 

Hail sacred Art ! by what mysterious name 
Sliatl I adore thee, various, and the same? 
The Muses' Proteus, skill'd M'ith grateful change. 
Through all the pleasing forms of wit to range 
In quick succession, yet retain through all 
Some faint resemblance of th' origiiial. 

Hail, fairest oflspring of prodigious birth, 
At once the parent and the child of Mirth! 
With Chloe's charms thy airy form can vie. 
And with thy smiles as many thousands die ; 
The pleasing pain through all their vitals thrills, 
With subtle force, and tickles as it kills. 
Tliee too, like her, the dying swains pursue. 
As gay, as careless, as inconstant too ; 
To raise yet more thy merit and thy fame, 
The Cyprian Goddess glories in thy name. 
Pleas 'd to be thought the laughter-loving dame. 
Nor less thy praise, nor less thy power to wound, 
Thou lovely, fleeting, image of a sound. 
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STELLA TO DR SWIFT. 

ON rfiS BiRTHDAT, NdV. S6, I7SI. 

St. Patrick's Dean, your country's ^Hdef 

My early and my only guidft, 

Let me among the rest attend, 

Your pupil and your humble friend, 

To celebrate in feihale striins 

The day- that pafd your niother's pains i 

Descend to take that triLnite due 

In gratitude alone to you. 

When men began to call me fair, 
You interposed your timely care ; 
You early taught me to desjHse 
Tlie-ogling of a coxcomb's eyes ; 
Show'd where my judgnient was misplac'd ; 
Retin'd my fancy and my taste. 

Behold that beauty just decay "d, 
Invoking art to nature s aid ; 
Forsook by her admiring train, 
She sprieads her tatter'd nets invain ; 
Short'was her part upon the stage : 
Went smoothly on for half a page ; ' 
Her bloom was gone, she wanted art, 
As the scene chang'd, to change her part; * 
She, whom iio lover could resist, 
Before tU% second act Was hiss'iil. 
Such is the fate of female race 
"With no endowments but a face ; 
Before the thirtieth year of life, 
A maid forlorn, or hated wife. 
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Stella to you, her tutor, owes 
That she has ne'er resembled those: 
Nor was a burden to minkiiid 
Wfth half her course of years behind. 
You taught how I might youth prolongs 
By knowing what was right and wrong ; 
How from my heart to bring supplies 
Of lustre to my fading eyes; 
How soon a beauteous mind repairs 
The loss of chang'd or falling hairs ; 
How wit and virtue from within 
Send out a smoothness o'er the skin: 
Your lectures could my fency fix, 
And I can please at thirty-six. 
The sight of Chloe at fifteen 
Coquetting, gives not me the spleen ; 
The idol now of every fool 
Till time shall make their passions cool; 
Then tumbling down Time's steepy bill, 
While Stella holds her station still. 
Ot turn your precepts into laws. 
Redeem the women's ruin'd cause. 
Retrieve lost empire to our sex, 
That men may bow their rebel necks. 

Long be the day that gave you birth 
Sacred to friendship, wit, and mirth; 
Late dying may you cast a shrdd 
Of your rich mantle o'er my head; 
To bear with dignity my sorrow, 
One d^y atone, then die to morrow 
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TO STELLA, 
OK hSe bihthday, 1721-3. 

W'HILE, Stella, to your lasting praise 
The Muse her annual tribute pays, 
While I assign myself a tksk 
Which you expect, but scorn to ask j 
If I perform this task with pain. 
Let me of partial fate complain ; 
You every year the debt enlarge, 
I grow less equal to the charge : 
In you each virtue brighter shines. 
But my poetic vein declines; 
My harp will soon in vain be strung^ 
And all your virtues left unsung^ 
For none among the upstart race 
Of poets dare assume my place; 
Your worth will be to them unkriowd, 
They must have Stellas of their own j 
And thus, my stock of wit decay'd, 
1 dying leave the debt unpaid, 
Unless Delany, as my hfeir. 
Will answer foP the whtil^ arrear. 

ON THE GREAT BURIED BOTTLE. 

BY DR. DELANT. ' 

AMPHORA, qu£e mtestum linquisi Isetumqud 
revises 
Ai-^ntem dominiim. sittlbi tetra levia. 
Tu quoqae depositum serves, neve ppprimcj mar- 
* mdr; 

\ Aipphota non meruif tatti i)refiosa mdti. 
vol. xvir V Epitaph, 
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EPITAPH, DY THE SAME. 

Hoc tiimiilata jacct proles Lema sepulchre^ 
Immortile genus, nee peritura jacet; 

QuiD oritura iterum, matris concredit'ur alvo; 
Bis natum referunt te quoque, Bacche Fatei*. 



STELLA'S BIRTHDAY: 

A ORBAT BOTTLE OF WINE, LONG BPRIKD, 
BEING THAT DAT DUG UP. 17S3-3. 

ReSOLV'D my annual verse to pay, 
By duty bpund, on Stella's day, 
Furnish'd with paper, pens, and ink, 
I gravely sat me down to think : 
I bit my nails, and scratch'd my head. 
But found my wit and fancy fled : 
Or, if with more than usual pain, 
A thought came slo*!y from my brain ; 
It costme lord knows' how much time 
To bhape it into sense and rhyme : 
And, what was yet a greater curse, 
Long thinking made my fancy worse. 
Forsaken by th' inspiring Nine, 
, 1 waited at Apollo's shrine; 
Ttold him what the world would say, 
If Stella were unsung to day : 



How 
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How 1 slioaM hide my head for sham^, 
When both the Jack^ and RoUhi caime ; 
How Ford would frmvn, how Jtm wduld leer, 
How Sheridan ihe rogne wouM sneer, 
And swear it does not al*aysfoU6^r, 
That semel in atmo ridef Apolh. 
I have assur'd them twenty times, 
That Phoebus hclp'd rte itj my rhyrae«'j 
Kioebus inspir'd me from above, 
And he and I were hand' and glove. 
But, finding me so- dull and dry since, 
They'll call it all poetic Hcence ( 
And when I brag of aid divine, 
Think Eusden'a right as good as mine. 

Nor do I ask for Stella's sake ; - 
Tis my own credit lies at stake ; 
And Stella wril be sung, while I 
Can only be a stander by. 

Apolto, having thought a little, 
Return*d this answer to a tittle. 

Though you should live like old lU'ethusalem^ 
I furnish hints, and you shall use all *em. 
You yearly sing as she grotrs old, 
You'd leave her virtues half untold. 
But, to say truth; sxich du1n«s reigns. 
Through the whole set of Irish' deans, 
I'm daily stunn'd with such a medley 
Dean W — , dean D — , and dean Smedley, 
That, let what dean soever dome. 
My orders are, Fm not at home;. 
And if your voice had not been loud. 
You must 'have pass'd among the crowd. 

But now, your danger to prevent, 
You must apply tt> Mrs. Brent ; , 

US' For 
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For she, as priestess, knovR the rites 
Wherein the god of earth delights. 
First, nine ways looking, let her stand 
With an old poker in her hand ; 
Let her describe a circle round 
In Saunders' cellar on the ground : 
A spade let prudent Archy hold, 
And with discretion dig the mould. 
Let Stella look with watchful eye, 
ftebecca, Ford, and Grattans by. 

Behold the bottle, where it lies 
With neck elated toward the skies ! 
The god of winds and god of fire 
Did to its wondrous birth conspire; 
And Bacchus for the poet's use 
Poar'd in a strong inspiring juice. 
See ! as you raise it from its tomb. 
It drags behind a spacious womb. 
And in the spacious womb contains 
A sovereign medicine for the brains. 

You'll find it soon, if fate consents; 
If not, a thousand Mrs. Brents, 
Ten thousand Archys, arm'd with spades. 
May dig in vatn to Pluto's shades. 

From thence a plenteous draught infuse; 
And. boldly then invoke the Muse ; 
But first let Robert on his knees 
With caution drain it from the lees : 
The Muse will at your call appear. 
With Stella's praise to crown the year. 
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A SATIRICAL ELEGY. 

ON THE DEATH OP A LATE FAMOUS GENBRAL. 
1722. 

xllS Grace ! impossIWe ! what dead ! 
Of old age too, and in his bed ! 
And oopld that m^hty warrior fall, 
And so inglorious, after all? 
■Weil, since he's gone, no matter how', 
The last loud trump must wake him now : 
And, trust me, as the noise grows stronger, . 
He'd wish- to sleep a littfe longer. 
And could he be indeed so old 
As by the newspapers we're told? 
Threescore, I think, is pretty high ; 
Twas time in conscience he should die! 
This world he'cumber'd long enough; 
He burnt his candle to the snuff; 
And that's the reason, some folks think, 
He left behind so great a stink. 
Behold his funeral appears. 
Nor widows' sighs, nor orphans tears. 
Wont at such times each heart to pierce, 
Attepd the progress of liis hearse. 
But what of that ? his friends may say, 
He had'those honouis in his day. 
True to his profit and bis pride, 
He made them weep before lie died. 
Come hither, all ye empty things ! 
Ye bubbles rais'd by breath of kings ! 
Who float upoif tlie tide of state ; 
, CotiiQ bither, and behold your fate ! 

V 3 Let 



..Googk" 



S94 SW«FT*8 FOXHS. 

Let Pride be taught by this rebuke. 
How very mean a thing's a duke ; 
From all his i}l-got honours Aung, 
T^rii'd to .tb^t dirt fcoiqi \vheace be sjtfung. 



DEAN SMEPL£Y'S PETITION 

TO 1<H£ DUJiS W OBAFTON, 
"NoQ domus ai)t fuodas-r-" Hok. 

It was, my lord, the dextrous shift 
Of t'other Jonathan, viz. Swift, 
But now Sl Patrick's saucy dean. 
With silver verge and surplice clean, 
Of Oxford, or of Ormond'sgrace, 
Jd looser rhyme to beg a place. 
A place be got, yclept a stall, 
Atid ^^^ ^ thousand pound withal; 
And, were he lesa a witty writer, 
Jle might as well have got a mitre. 
Thys I, the Jouathau of Clogher, 
In humble lays, my thanks to offer,- 
■ Approach your grace with grateful heart, 
My thanks and verse both void pf art. 
Content with what your bounty gave, 
No larger income do X crave :. 
Rejoicing that, in better tjmes,' 
Grafton requires my loyal lines. 
Proud ! white my patron is polite, 
I likewise to tl^e patriot write ! 

Proud! 
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proud ! that at once I can connneud 
King George's and the Muses' friend! 
Endear'tl to Britain; and to thee 
(Disjoin'd, Hibernia. by the sea) 
Endear'd by twice three anxious years, 
Employ'd in guardian toils and cares; 
By love, by wisdom, and by skill; 
For he has sav'd thee 'gainst thy will. 

But whereshaU SoiedJey piake his nest. 
And lay his wandering head to rest? 
Where shall he find a decent house, 
To treat his friends, aud clieer his spouse: 
O! tack, my lord, some pretty cure; 
In wholeiome soil, and ether pure; 
The garden Stor'd with artless flowers. 
In either angle shady-howers. . 
No gay parterre, with costly green, - 
Within the ambient hedge be seen: 
Let Nature freely take her courge. 
Nor fear from me ungrateful force ; 
No sheers shall cheick her sprouting vigour, 
Nor shape the yevs to antic figure : 
A limpid brook shall trout supply, 
In May, to take the miiuic fly ; 
Round a small orchard rmy it run, 
Whose apples redden to the sun. 
Let all be snug, and warm, and neat; 
For fifty turn'd a safe retreat, 
A little Epston * may it he, 
Euston rU^arve on every tree. 
But then, to keep it in jepair, 
My lord^^twice fifty pounds a year 

* The name of the ivix'* aett, in Sulfellc. N. 

u 4 Will 
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Will barely do ; but if your grace j 

Could make them hundreds — charming place! > 
Thou then wouldst show another face. ) 

Clogherl far north, my lord, it lies, 
'Midst soowy htlls, incleipent skies } 
One shivers with the arctic wind, 
One hears the polar axis grind. 
Good John *• indeed, with beef and clare^ 
Makes the place warm that one inay b^ar i|. 
fie has a purse to keep a table, 
And eke a soul as hospitable. 
My heart is good; bqt assets fail, 
To fight with storms of snow and haiL 
Besides, the country's thin of people, 
Who seldom meet but at the steeple: 
The strapping dean, that's gone to Down, 
Ne'er nam'd the thing without a frown, 
When, much fatigu'd with sermon study, 
He felt his brain grow dull and muddy | 
No fit companion could be found. 
To push the lazy bottle round : 
Sure then, for want of better folks 
To pledge, his clerk was orthodox. 

Ah ! how unlike to Gerard street. 
Where beaux and belles in parties meet ; 
Where gilded chairs and coaches throng, 
And jostle as they troll along; 
Where tea and coffee hourly flow, 
And gapeseed does in plenty grow; 
And Griz (no clock more certain) crie?^ 
Jplxact at seven, " Hot mutton-pies !" 

* Piibop'SterBe. U. 
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THi duke's answer. 397 

There lady Luna in her sphere 

Once shone, when Paunceforth was not near; 

But now she wanes, and, as 'tis said. 

Keeps sober hours, and ^es to bed. 

There — but 'tis endless towrite down 

AW the amusements of the town ; 

And spouse will think herself <juite undone, 

1 1 ri Lilge to Connor * from sweet London; 

Av: r^ue wt must our wives to please, 

(J: -I. — we siidil be ill at ease. 

Yoii see, my lord, what 'tis I lack, 
1'is jr.iy some "onvenient tack, 
Soiite, pL?-.-,cniiye house, with garden sweety 
To be my Uite, my iast retreat ; 
A (ie"eiit church, dose by.its side, 
There, i-rt-ciching, praying, to resid*; 
And, as my ti.'iie securely rolls, 
yo save my own and other soula. 



f HE DUKE'S ANSWEa. 

. BY DR. SWIFT. 

^, J)eAR Smed, I read thy brilliant irnes. 
Where wit in all its glory shines ; 
Where compliments, with all their pride, 
~ Are by their numbers dignified; 
i hope, to make you yet as clean 
" As that sajne Viz, St. Patrick's dean. 

»The bishopric of.Coniipr « iinltcd to that of Dovp; M 
there are two deans. 
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I'll give thee surplice, verge, and st^, 
And may be«piQ£tbiiig else withal ; 
And, were you not so good a writer, 
I should present yois with a mitre. 
Write worse, thea, if you can— be wise- 
Believe me, 'tia the way to rise. 
TaUc iiK)jt of makiug of thy nest : 
Ah ! never lay thy i»ead to vest ! 
That hjead so krell with wisdom fraught, 
That writes without the toil of thought! 
While others rack their busy brains^ 
You are not in the k:a>st at pains. 
Down to yow dean'ry new repair. 
And build a cattle iu the air. 
I'm sure a man of your fine sense 
Can do ct with a small expense. 
There your dear spouse awl you together 
May breathe your bellies full of ether. 
"When lady Luna is your neighbour. 
She'll help your wife when she's in labour; 
Well skill'd in midwife artifices, 
for she herself oil falls in pieces. 
There you shall see a rarecshow 
Will make you scoro this worlji belov, 
When you behold the milky way, 
As white as snow, as bright a$ day ; 
'i'he glittering constellations roll 
Abopt the grinding arctic pole ; 
The lovely tingling in your ears, 
Wrought by tine music of the a[>heres— 
Your spouse shall then ixa longer hector. 
You need not fear a curtain-lecture ; 
"Noi' shall slw think that she 4s undone 
For (Quitting her beloved Lopdon. 
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When she's exalted in the skies, 

She'll never think of mutton pies ; 

"When yoH*re atlvanc'd above dean Yiz 

You'll never think of goody Griz. 

But ever, ever, live at ease, 

And strive, and strive, your wife to fvtease ; 

In her you'll centre all yourjoya, 

And get ten thousand girls and hoy« : 

Ten thousand girls and boys you'll get. 

And tliey like stars shall rise and set. 

While you and s|>ouse, transform 'd, s^l soon 

3e a new sun md a new moon : 

JJor shall you strive your bonis to bide, 

For then your Jiorns shall be yonrftride. 



VERSES BY STELLA * 

If it he true, celestial powers. 

That you have form'd me fair, ■ 
And yet, in all my vainest hour?, 

My mind has been my care : 
Then, in return, I heg this grace, 

As you were ever kind. 
What envious Time takes from my face, 

Bestow upon my mind ! 

• See another poem fay SteHa, entitled " icalou^," in Mr. 
ShAidau'B Life of Swiil, io yal. IV. p. 26. N, 
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DR; DKLANY'S VILLA.* 

^V0ULD you that Delville I describe? 
Believe me, sir, I will not gibe: 
For who would be satirical 
Upon a thing so very small? 

You scarce upon the borders enter, 
Before you're at the very centre. 
A'single crow can make it night, 
When o'er your farm she takes her flight: 
Yet, in this narrow compass, we 
Observe a vast variety ; 
Both walks, walls, meadows, and parterres, 
Windows and doors, and rooms and stars, 
And hills and dales, and woods and fields, 
And hay, an^ grass, and corn, it yields ; 
All to your haggard brought so cheap in, 
Without the mowing or the reaping; 
A razor, though to say't I'm loth, 
Would sh^ve you and your meadows both. 

Though small's the farm, yet here's a houafi 
Full large to entertain a mouse; 
But where a rat is dreaded jnorp 
Than savage Caledonian boar ; 
For, if it's enter>J by a rat, 
There is no room to bring a cat. 

A tittle rivulet seems to steal 
Down through a thing you call fi valb. 
Like tears aclown a wrinkled cheek, 
l^ike rain, along a blade of ieek-: ' ■». 

* This was uol Swift's, bu^ written by Dr. Sheridan. S. 
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And this you call your sweet meander. 
Which might be suck'^ up hy a gander. 
Could he but force his nether bill 
To scoop the channel of the rill. ; 

For sure you'd make a mighty clutter. 
Where it as big as city gutter., 

Next come I to your kitchen garden, 
Where one poor mouse would fare but hard in ; 
And round this garden is a walk, 
No longer than a tailor's chalk ; 
Thus I compare what space is in It, 
A snail creeps round it in a minute. 
One lettuce makes a shift to squeeze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees: 
And, once a year, a single rose 
Peeps from tlie bud, but never blows; 
In vain then you expect its bloom ! 
It cannot blow for want of room. 

In short, in all your boasted seat. 
There's nothing but yourself that's qrbat. 



ON ONE OF THE WINDOWS AT 
DELVILLE. 

A BAUD, grown desirous of saving his pelf, 
Built a house he was sure would hold none but 

himself. 
This enrag'd god Apollo, who Mercury sent. 
And bid hini go ask what his votary meant ? 
" Some foe to my empire has been his adviser: 
Ta at' dreadful portent wheu a post turQs miser ! 

Teil 
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Tell him, Httmti, ftotn me, tell tlitff sabjctftof 

mine, 
I have sM'orn by the* Styx, t& defeat hts (Nisign ; 
For wherever he lives, (he Mnsed shall rcigtr; 
And the Mdses, h« knows, hare a numerbtis train." 



CARBERI^ RUPES. 

IH COMITATO COBGAGENSr, 1723* 

EcCE iDgens fragmen scopali, quod vti1ie« 

strnimo 
Desuper impendet> nuUo fundartiin* nixttm 
Decidit ia ductus : maria utidique & iindique tfaxa 
Horrisono stridt>re tenant, & ad s^thera munnur 
Erigitur; trepidatq*ie suis Neptunus in undis. 
Nam, longft venti rabie, atque asp^rgine crebrd 
JEquorfti laticis, specus \m& nipe cavatur; 
Jam fultura ruit, jam summa cacumiua nutant; 
Jam cadit in prsfceps moles, & verberat undas. 
Attonitus credas, hinc dcjecisse Tonantem 
MoQtibus impositos montes, & Pelion altum 
In capita anguipedum coelo jaculdsse gigantmn. 

Ssepe ctiam spelimca immani aperitur hiatu 
Exe&a h scopulis, & utrinque foi~amina pandit, 
Hinc atque hincapontoad pontuni perviaPhcebo. 
Cautibus enorm^ junctis laquearia tecti 
Formantur; moles olim ruitura supernfe. 
Fornice sublimi nidos posuere palum^bes, 
Inque imo stagni posuere cubilia phocse. 

Sed, cum stevit hyems, & venti, carcere rupt*^ 
Immensos volvubt fiuctus ad cutmina montis; 

Non 
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Non obsessss afceR, von fulmina viwc^eAexnift 
Missa Jbvis; quoties inimicas sx!vrt in urbes, 
Exaequant sonituTD uirdsrum^ venieM8-fM<ec<}|itf : 
Littora littoribusreboant; viciiiU la^P^, 
Gens assueta uiari, & pedi4)us perourfere rn^f^s, 
Terretur tamen, & longfc flight, afva mHiw^ucha. 

Gramtna dum carpHiic pendentes rufVe capellte, 
Vi salientis aqns de sutntna pr3ecip>itaiituF, 
Fa cinlces anitnas imo' sub gtirgiie Um^unt. 

Piscator terrft non audet vellerc fiiiienl-; 
Sedi latet in portu tremebundus, & aera, sudum- ' 
Haud sperans, Nereum precibus vottsque fzUgaH, 



CARMRY JlOCKa 

TRANSLATED BY DK. DUXKIIf. 

X^ ! from the top of yonder cliU^ that shroiids 
Its airy bead amid the azure clonds, 
Hangs a huge, fragment ; destitute of props, 
Prone on the wave the rocky ruin drops ; 
With hoarse rebuff the swelling seas rebound', 
From ahore to shore the rock» return thesound ; 
The dreadful nmrnmrs Heaven's higli convex 

cleaves, 
And Neptune-shrinks beneath his subject waves : 
For, long the whirling winds and beating tides 
Had scoop'd a vault into its nethet sides. 
Now yields the base, the summits nod, now urge 
Th^r headlong course, and lash the sounding surge. 
Not louder noise could shake the guilty world; 
When Jove heap'd mountains upon mountains 

huri'dj 

Retorting 

L ,l,z<,i:,., Google 



_S04 swift's poemj. 

Retorting Pelion from his dread abode. 

To crush Earth's rebel sons beneath the load. 

Oft too with hideous yawn the cavern wide 
Presents &n orifice on either side. 
A dismal orifice, from sea to sea 
Extended pervious to the God of Day: 
Uncouthly join'd, the rocks stupendous form 
An arch, the ruin of a future storm: 
High on the cliff their nests the woodquests make 
And seacalves stable in the oozy lake. 

But when bleak Winter with his sullen train 
Awakes the winds to vex the watery plain ; 
When o'er the craggy steep without control, 
Big with the blast, tlie raging billows roll ; 
Not towns beleaguer'd, not the flaming brand, 
Darted from Heaven by Jove's avenging hand, 
Oft as on impious men his wrath he pours. 
Humbles their pride and blasts their gilded towers^ 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar: 
Waves rush o'er waves, rebellows shore to shore. 
The neighbouring race, though Wt'>nt to brave the 

shocks 
Of angry seas, and run along the rock«. 
Now pale with terror, while the Ocean foams, 
Fly far and wide, nor trust their native homes. 

The goats, while pendent from themountaintop, 
The wilher'd herb improvident they crop, 
Wash'd down the precipice with sudden sweep, 
Leave theirsweet lives beneath th'unfathom'd deep. 

The frighted fisher, with desponding eyes. 
Though safe, yet trembling in the harbour licSj 
Nor hoping to behbid the skies serene, 
Wearies with vows the monarch of the mainj 
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UPON THE HORRID PLOT 

DISCOVERED BY HARLEQUIN, 

THB BIBROF OF SOCHEITBK'I FKIMCH DOS.* 

Id a DIalogne betweea a Whiq and a Toxt. 1723S 

I ASK'D a whig the othe,r night, 
How came this wicked plot to light ? 
He aoswer'd, that a dog of late 
Inform 'd a minister of state. 
Said I, from thence I nothing know; 
For are not all informers so ? 
A villain who his friend betrays, 
We style him by no other phrase ; 
And so a perjur'd dog denotes 
Porter, and Pendergast, and Gates, 
And forty others I could name. 

Whio. But you must know this dog was lame. 

ToET. A weighty argument indeed! 
Your evidence was ia^me : — proceed : 
Come, help your lame dog o'er the stile. 

Whig. Sir, you mistake me all this while: 
I mean a dog (without a joke) 
Can howl, and bark, but never spoke. 

Tort. I'm still to seek, which dog you mean; 
Whether our Plunfcett, or whelp Skean, 
An English or an Irish hound; 
Or t'other puppy, that was drown'd ; 

•See Bishop Attcrbuir's l^utotoiy Correspondence, 1799, 
Vol IV. p. 406. N. 
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Or M9SOD, that abandon'd bitch: 

Then pray be free, and tell me which : 

For every 8tander-by was marking, 

That all the noise they made was barking ' 

You pay them well, the dogs have got 

Their dogs-heads in a porridge pot : 

And 'twaa bot just ; for wise men say. 

That «very dog must have his day. : 

Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog on't. 

He'd either make a hog or dog on't ; 

And look'd, since he has got his. wish, 

As if he had thrown down a dish. -. 

Yet this I dare foretel you from it. 

He'll soon return to his own vomit 

Whig. Besides, this horrid plot was fouad 
By Neynoe, after be was drown 'd. 

Tort. Why then the proverb is not righ^ 
Since you can teach dead dogs to bite. 

Whig. I prov'd my proposition full: 
But Jacobites are strangely dull. 
Now, let me tell you plainly, sir. 
Our witness is a real cur, 
A dog of spirit for Im years, . 
Has twice two legs, two hanging ears ; 
His name is Harlequin, I ^ot. 
And that's a name in every.pIot: 
Resolv'd to save the British nation, 
Though French by birth and education;; 
His correspondence plainly dated 
Was all decipher'd and translated: 
His answers were exceeding pret^^ 
Before the secret wise committee ; 
Confest aa plain as he could bark : 
Then with his forefoot set his mark. , 
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ToET. Then all this while have I been bubble^ 
I thought it was a dog in doublet: 
The matter now no longer sticks ; 
For statesmen never want dog tricks. 
But since it was a real cur, 
And not a dog in metaphor, 
I give you joy of the report, 
That. he's to have a place at court. 

Whig. Yes, and a place he will grow rich in j 
■ A turnspit in the ipyal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what, 
We had occasion for a plot: 
And when we found the dog begin it. 
We guess'd the bishop's foot was in it. 

Tort," I-owq it was a dangerous project; 
And you have prov'd it by dog-logic. 
Sure such iriteiligence between 
A dog and'bishop ne'er was seen, 
Till you began to change the breed j 
Your bishops all are dogs indeed ! 



STELLA AT WOOO PARK, 

A HOUSH OF CHARLES FORD, fiStt. 
NEAR DUBLIN. 1723. 

" — Cuicdmque nocexc vokbat, . 
VestidieQta debat {tretiosa." 

UON Carlos, in a merry spite, 

Did Stella to his house invite : 

He entertain'd her half a year 

With generous wines and costly cheer. 

' ■ xS . . 1 
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Don Carlos made ber chief director, 

That she wight o'ei- the servants hector. 

Id half a week the dame grew nice. 

Got all things at the highest price: 

Now at the table head she sits, 

Presented with the niciest bits: • 

She look'd on partridges with scoro, 

Except they tasted of the corn : 

A haunch of venison made her sweat, 

Unless it had the T\ghtjumeiie. ^ 

Don Carlos earnestly would beg, 

*' Dear madam, tfy this pigeon's leg;" 

Was happy, when he could prevail 

To make her only touch a quail. 

Through candlelight she view'd the wine 

To see that every glass was fine. 

At last, grown prouder than the devil 

With feeding high and treatment civil, 

Don Carlos noAv'began to find 

His malice work as he design'd. 

The winter sky began to frown ; ' ■ 

Poor Stella must pack off to town ; 

From purling streams and fountains bubbling 

To Liffy's stinking tide at Dublin : 

From wholes6m6 exercise and air, 

To sossing in 'an e^sy chair: 

From stomach sharp, and hearty feeding, 

To piddle like a lady l)reeding: 

From ruling there the household singly. 

To be directed here by Dingley:* 

From every day a lordly banquet, 

To half a joint,, arid God be thanked: 

* Tlie cfiulant compaoion of Sidla. P. 

From 
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From every meal Pontac in plenty, . . 

To half a pint one day in twenty; 
From Ford attending at her call, 

To visits of ;■ — ji 

From Ford, who thinks of nothing mean, - 

To the poor doings of the Dean: 
From growing richer with good cheer. 
To running out by starving here. 
But now arrives the dismal day; 
'She must return to Ormond Quay.* 
' The coachman stopt; she look'd, and swore 
The rascal had mistook the door; 
At coming in, you saw her stoop ; 
The entry hrush'd against her hoop; 
Each moment rising in her airs. 
She curst the narrow winding- stairs; 
Began a thousand faults to spy ; 
The ceiling hardly six feet high ; 
The smutty wainjcoat full of cracks j 
And half the chairs with broken backs; 
Her quarter's out at Ladyday; ^ , 

She vows-she will no longer stay 
In lodgings like a poor Grizett^e, 
While there are houses tp be let. 

Howe'er, to keep her spirits up, 
She sent for company to sup ; 
When all the while you might remark, 
She strove in vain to ape Wood Park. 
Two bottles call'd for (half her store 
The cupboard could contain but four) 
A supper worthy of herself, 
Five nothings in five plates of delf, 

* Where the two ladici lodged. F. 
' X 3 Thus 
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TTiua for a week t^ie farce weat on ; 
When, all her dountry savings gone. 
She fell into her former scene, 
Small beer, a herring, and the Dean. 

Thus far in jest : though now, I fear. 
You think my jesting too severe ; 
But poets, when a hint is pew. 
Regard not whether false or true : 
Yet raillery gives no ofFepce, 
Where tnjth has not the least pretence i 
Nor can be more securely plac'd 
Than on a nymph of Stella's taste. 
I must confess, your wine and vittle 
I was too hard upon a little ; 
Your table neat, your linen fine ; 
And though in miniature, you shine : 
Yet, when you sigh to leave Wood Park, 
The scene, the welcome, and the spark, . 
To languish in this odious town, 
And pull your haughty stomach dowUj, 
We think ypu quite mistake the qase. 
The virtue lies not in the place : 
Fqr though my raillery were true, 
A cott4^ is Wppd farlfi vitli yoq. 
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COPY OP THE BIRTHDAY VERSES 
ON MR. FORD.* 

Come, be content, since out it must, 
For Stella has betray'd her trust ; 
. And, whispering, charg'd me not to say 
, That Mr. Ford was born to day ; 
Or, if at last I needs must blab it. 
According to my usual habit. 
She bid me, with a serious face. 
Be sure conceal the time and place; 
And not my complimeot to spoil, 
By calling this your native soil ; 
Or vex the ladies, when they knew 
That you are turning forty-two : 
But, if these topics shall appear 
Strong arguments to keep you here, 
I think, though you judge hardly of it, 
Good manners must give place to profit. 

The nymphs, with whom' you first began, • 
Are each bec6me a harridan ; 
And Montague so far decay'd. 
Her lovers now must all be paid ; 
And every belle that sin<;e arose, 
Has her contemporary beaux. 

\ * Dr SwiftliadbcennEedtocetebratetbe birthday ofhhfriend 
CAarJei Ford, esq. which wa* on the first diyof Jauuarj. £ee 
also the preceding poem, " Stella at Wood Park," — Dr. Detan^ 
mCDtiona also among the Dean's intimate friends, " Matthew 
Word, esq. a man of family and fortune, a fine gentleman, and 
the best la/KhoUr of lua time and nationr tf. 

X 4 Your 
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Your former comrades, once so bright. 
With whom you toasted half the night. 
Of rheumatism and pox complain, 
And bid adieu to dear champaign. 
Your great protectors, once in power. 
Are now in exile or the Tower. 
Your foes triumphant o'er the laws. 
Who hate your person and your cause. 
If once they get you on the spot, 
You must be guilty of the plot : 
For, true or false, they'll ne'er inquiry 
But use you ten, times worse than Prior. 

In London 1 what would you do there ? 
Can you, my friend, with patience bear 
(Nay, would it not your passion raise 
Worse than a pun, or Irish phrase ?) 
To see a scoundrel strut and hector, 
A foothoy to some rogue director. 
To look on vice triumphant round. 
And virtue trampled on the ground? 
Ohserve where bloody ***** stands 
With torturing engines in his hands, 
Hear him blaspheme, and swear, and rail. 
Threatening the pillory and jail i 
If this you think a pleasing scene, 
To London straight return again ; 
Where, you have told us from experience, 
Are swarms of bugs and- preshyterians. 

I thought my very spleen would burst. 
When fortune hither drove me 6rst ; 
Was full ^ hard to please as you, 
Nor persons names nor places knew : 
But now I act as other folk, 
Like prisoners when their gall is broke. 



If 
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Jf you have London still at hearty 
We'll make a small one here by art; 
The difference is not niuph between 
St. James's Park and Stephen's Green: 
And Dawson street will serve as well 
To lead you thither as Pail-Mall. 
Nor want a passage through the palace, 
To cheque your sight, and raise your malice. 
The Deanery-hoiise may well be match'd. 
Under correction, with the thatch'd.* 
Nor shall I, when you hither come. 
Demand a crown a quart for stum. 
Then for a middle-aged charmer, 
Stella may vye with your Montliermer jf 
She's now as handsome every bit, 
And has a thousand times her wit. 
The Dean and Sheridan, I hope, 
Will half supply a Gay and Pope. 
Corbet,J though yet I know his worth not^ 
No doubt, will prove a good Arbutfanot. 
I throw into the bargain Tim ; 
Id London can you equal him P 
What think you of my favourite clan, 
Robin, ^ and Jack, and Jack and Dan; 
Fellows of modest worth and parts. 
With cheerful looks and honest hearts? 

Can you on Dublin look with scorn? 
Yet here were you and Ormond born. 

* A. ftmoas tarem ia St. J^mes'a itreet. H. 
t Mary duchen of Montague and m^ircbioncM of MoDtbenner, 
yoQDgeit daughter of John duke of Marlborough. H. 
} Dr. Corbet, aflerwardi dean of St. Patiic^'t. H, 
f a. and J. GrattoD. and J. and D. Jackton. H, 

01 were 
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O ! wjsre but you and I so wise, 
To see with Robert Grattan's eyes ! 
Robin adores that spot of earth, 
That literal spot wliich gave him birth ;" 
And swpars, " Belcanip* is, to his taste. 
As fine as Hampton-court at least" 
When to your friends you would enhance 
The praise of Italy or France, - 

Fo^ grandeur, elegance, and wit, 
We gladly hear you, and submit: 
But then,, to come and keep a clutter, 
_ For this oj that side of a gutter, 
To live in this or t'other isle, 
We -cannot think it worth your while ; 
For,' take it kindly or amiss, 
The difference but amounts to this^ 
We bury on our side the channel 
In linen ; and on your's in flanneLf 
You for the news are ne'er to seek ; ' 

While we, perhaps, may wait a week : 
Vou happy folks are sure to meet 
A hundred whores in every street ; 
Whiie we may trace all Dublin o'er 
Before we find out half a score. 

You see my arguments are strongs 
I wonder you held outsolong: 
But, since you are convinc'd at last^ 
We'll pardon. you for what, is past. 
So — let us now for whist prepare : 
Twelve pence a corner, if you dare, ■ 

* In Fingal, abEcnit five mi!c» frora Dublin. H. 
■f The law ioi Untying in wooUw wis extended to Irdand Ik 
1733. H. - ■ ' 
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JOAN CUDGELS NED, 1733. 

Joan cudgels Ned, yet Ned's a bully ; 
Will cudgels Bess, yet Will's a cully. 
Die Ned and Bess; give Will to Joaii, 
She dare's not say her life's her own. 
Die Joao and Will; give Bess to Ned, 
And erery day she combs his head. 



A QI^IBBLING ELEGY ON JUDGE BOAT. ■ , 

1783. 

1 O mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note^ 
Since cruel fate has sunk our justice Boat. ■ 
Why should hesink, where nothingseem'dtopres^ 
{lis lading little, and his ballast less P 
Tost in th^ waves of this tempestuous woHd, 
At length, his anchor fix'd and canvaa furl'd. 
To Lazy-hiil* retiring from his court, 
At his Ring's e.ndf he founders in the port. ■ 
With waterf fill'd, he could no longer float. 
The coromon death of many a stronger boat. 
A post so fiU'd on nature's laws entrenches: 
Benches on boats areplac'd, not boats on benches. • 
And yet our Boat (how shall I reconcile it?) - 
"^aji both a Boat, and in one sense a pilot, 

* A street Id Dublin, leading to the baifbdar. V, " 

f A village near tbe-*ca. , F. 

t It waa-said be died of a drppgj. F. 

■With 
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With every wind he sail'd, and well could tack : 
Had many pendants hut abhorr d a Jack.* 
He's gone, although his friends began to hope. 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench, on which he sat ! 
He was as hard and ponderous wood as that : 
Yet, when his sand was out, we find at last. 
That death has overset him with a blast. 
Our Boat is now sail'd to the Stygian ferry, 
Thereto supply old Charons leaky wherry; 
Charon in him will ferry souls to Hell ; 
A trade pur Boatf has practis'd here so well : 
And Cerberus has ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brimstone, to fill up his flaws. 
Yet, spite of death and fate, I here maintain 
We may place Boat in his old post again. 
The way is thus ; and well deserves your thanks i . 
Take the three strongest of his broken planks, ' 
Ti-^ them on high, conspicuous to be seen, 
Form'd like the triple tree near Stephen's Green ;% 
And, when we view it thus with thief at end on% 
We'll cry ; Look, here's our Boat, and there's the 
pendant. 

THE EPITAPH. 
HzRE lies judge Boat within a coffin : 
Pray, gentlefolks forbear your scoffing. 
A Boat a judge ! yes ; where's the blunder? 
A wooden judge is no such wonder. 
And in his robes you must agree, 
No boat was better deckt than he. 
Tis needless to describe him fuller; 
In short, he was an able sculler. 
* A cant word for a Jacobite. F. 
f In condemDiDg malefactdTs, as ■ judge." Fj ' 
■ ^' I W here the Onblin gaUowa itandt. F. 

FBTHOK 
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PETHOX* THE GREAT. 1723. 

r ROM Vettus born, thy beauty shows ; 

But who thy father, no man kiibws : 

Nor can the skilful herald trace 

The founder of thy ancient race ; 

Whether thy tempter, full of fire. 

Discovers Vulcan for thy sire, 

The god who. made Scamander hoil, ■ 

And round his margin sing'd the soil; 

(From whence, philosophers agree, 

An. equal power descends to thee) 

Whether from dreadful Mars you-claim 

The high descent from whence you came. 

And, as a proof, show numerous scars. . 

By fierce encounters made in wars. 

Those honourable wounds you bore 

From head to foot, and all before. 

And still the bloody field frequent ! 

Familiar in each leaders tent ; 

Or whether, as the learn'd contend, ■ 

YoU'from the neighbouring Gaul descend - 

Or from Partheuope the prpud. 

Where numberless thy votaries crowd ; . 

Whether thy great forefathers came 

From realms that bear Vcspncio's name, 

For so conjectures would obtrude 

And tjiom thy painted skia conclude; 

Whether, as Epicurus shows. 

The world from justling seeds arose, 

Which, mingling with prolific strife 

In. chaos, -kindled into life ; 

* This name is a filthy anagram.. H. 
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So your production was the same, 
Aud from coDtendiDg atoms came. 

Thy fair indulgent mother crown'd 
Thy head with sparkling rubies rouiid : 
Beneath thy decent steps the road 
Is all with precious jewels strow'd. 
The bird of Pallas knows his post, 
Thee to attend, where'er thou goest. 

Byzantians boast, that on the clod 
Where once their Sultah's horse hath trod. 
Grows neither grass, nor shrub, nor tree ; 
The same thy subjects boast of thee. 

The greatest lord, when you appear, 
■Willdeign your livery to wear, 
In,all the various colours seen 
Of red^iud yellow, blue and green. 

With half a word when you require. 
The man of business must retire. 

The haughty minister of state. 
With treqihling must thy leisure wait; 
And, while his fate is in thy hands. 
The business of the nation stands. 
, Thou dars't the greatest prince attack, 
Cans't hourly set him on the rack ; 
And, as an instance of thy power. 
Enclose him in a wooden tower. 
With" pungent pains on every side ; 
So Regulus in torments dy'd.- 

From thee our youth all virtues learn, 
Dangers with prudence to discern ; 
And well'thy scholars are endued 
With temperance and with fortitude; * 
With patience, which aU Ills supports. 
And secrecy, Jhe*rt of courts. ■ ■ ■■ 

The 
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The glittering beau could hardly tell, 
Without your aid, to read or spell ; 
But, having long cpnvers'd with you^ 
Knows how to write a billet-doux. 

With "what delight, methinfcs, I trace 
Your blood iu every noble race ! . . j- 

Iii MTboiii thy features, shape, and inieit/ ' 
Are to the life distinctly teen ! 
The Britons, once a savage kind. 
By you were brigbteuVt and rofiti'd. 
Descendants to thebarbarouft Huns, ; -"i 
"With limbs robust, and voice that stuns : 
' But you. liave iDoulded tlieat afreab, ' ' '- 

Rcmov'd the tough superfluous flesh, 
Tai^lit tiiem to modulate their tongues, , ' 
And speak without the iielp 4^ lungs. 
Pmteus On you beitbw'd tli« boon 
To change your visage like the moon ; 

■ Yott aonietioies half a face produce, . -' 
Keep t'other half for private use^ 

Haw fam'd thy conduct in the flgbt ' ■ - 

With Hermes, son of Plcias br^ht! 
I Outaumber'd, half encompus'd r<)(»i^, ^ '- 

You strove for every inch of ground i 
-^Then,- by "a. soldierly retreat, 

Retir'd to your imperial seat. 
-• The victor, vhea your stepshe traC'd, 

Found all the realms before him wa^e: 
; You, o'^r the high triumphal arch ' 

Pontific, made your glorious march J -, 

■ The-womlrous aKh behind~you fell, 
And left a chasm profound as Hell : 

, iSfou, 4n.your capital sficur^, ,-.'"•. 

A siege as long as Troy eadut'd, ■ ■ ■■• 
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MART THE COOK MAID'S LETTER 
, TO DR. SHERIDAN. 1723. 

\VZIX, If erer I saw such another man since 

my mother bound my head ! 
You a gentlemsp f marry come up ! I wonder where 

you were bred. 
I'm sure such words do not become a man of your 

. cloth ; 
I would not give such language to a dog, faitb 

and troth. 
Yes, yqu call'd my master a knave : fie, Mr. She- 
ridan 1 'tis a shame 
For a parson, who should know better things, to 

come out witb such a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan ! 'tis both a 

shame and a sin ; 
And the Dean my master is an hone&ter man tlian 

you and all your kin : 
He has more goodness in his little fingertiian you 

have in your whole body : 
My master is a parsonable man, and not a spindle- 

shank'd hoddy doddy. 
And now, whereby I find you would fain make 

an excuse. 
Because my master one day, in anger, call'd you 

goose: 
Which, and I am sure I have been his servant four 

years since October, 
And he never call'd me worse than sweetheart, 

drunk or sober : 

■ Not 
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Not that 1 know his reyerence Ivas.evtr.condetBud 

to my knowledge,- . 
Though you and your come-. rogues keep him<Diit 

so late in your college. 
You say you will eat grass on his grave :*a christian 

eat grass ! 
Whereby you now confess ybufself to be a . goose 

or an ass : 
Butthat'aasmtichas to say, that my mkster should 

die before ye; 
Well, well, that's as God pleases; and I don't 

believe that's a true story : . 
And so 6ay I told you so, and ytiu may go tell my 

master ; what care 1 ? 
And I dont care who knows it ; 'tis all one to Mary. 
Every body, knows that I love to tell truth, and 

shame'the devil ; 
I am but a poor servant ; blit I think gentlefolks 

should be civil. 
Besides you found fault with our victuals one day 

that you was here; 
I remember it was on a Tuesday of all days in the 

year. 
And Saunders the man says you are always jesting 

and mocking: 
Mary, said he, (one day as I was mending my 

master's stocking;) 
My master is so fond of tliat minister that keeps 

the school — 
I thought my master a wise man, but that man 

makes him a fool. 
Saunders, said t, I \^ould rather than.a quart of ale 
He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin 

a dishclout to his tail . ■ 

xot. XVI. Y And 
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And now I must go, and getSaunders to direct 
. thisletier; 
- Fori write but a bad scrawl; but my sister Margel^ 
she writes better. 
Well, but I must, run and make the bed, before 

my master comes from prayers; 
And see sow, it strikes ten, and I hear him coming 

up stairs ; 
Whereof I could say more to your verses, ifl 

could write written hand : 
And BO I remain, in a civil way, your servant to 
command, 



A NEW- YEAR'S GIFT FOR BEC. * 

1723-4. . 

JyETURNING Janus now prepares. 

For Bee, a new supply of cares, 

Sent in a bag to Dr. Swift, 
• Who thus displays the New-year's gift 

First, this large parcel brings you tidings 
. Of our good Dean's eternal chidiugs ; 

Of Nelly's pertness, Robin's leaaings, 

And Sherrdan's perpetual teazings, ' 

This box iscramm'd on every side 
' With Stella's magisterial pride. 

Behold a cage with sparrows fill'd, 

First to be fondled, then be kiU'd. 

Now to this hamper I invite ypu, 
■ With six iniagjn'd cares to fright yoa. 

• Mr». Rebecsa Diogky, SteUaVftiend ami compawon. J. 

.. Here 
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Here in this bundle Janiu senda 
Concerns by thousands for your fri^n44 • 
And here'4 a j^r of leathern pokes, . 
To hold you cares for other folks. 
Here from this barrel you may broach 
A peck of troubles for a coach. 
This ball of wax your ears will darken. 
Still to be curious, never hearken. 
Lest you the town may have less trouble io, 
firing all your Quiica's * cares to DubKn, 
For which he sends this empty saclt; 
And so take all upon your back. 



DINGLfiY AND BRENT, t 



TothetuBcof, '^e Cmudodi and Ften." 

DiNGLEY and Brent, 

Wherever they ytm% 
Ne'er minded a word that wa& spok^ ; 

Whatever was said, . 

They ne'er troubled their hea^l, 
fiat laugh'd at their ovh sUly, jokiogi 

tl>r. Swiff* fawH^mpw^ *"• i- 

^y ' ShoirW 
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Sbould Solomon wise 

111 majesty rise, 
And show them his-wit and his leamiog;; 

They never would hear. 

But torn the deaf ear, 
As a matter they had no concern in. • • ' 

You tell a good jest» 

And please alt the rest ; 
Comes Dingley, and asks you, what was it? 

And, curious to know, 

Away she will jgo 
To seek an old rag in the closet. 



TO STELLA. 

WKITTBH ON THE DAY OF HSR SIITH, UARCH 13, ]723 4. 

BUT NOT ON THE SUBJECT, 
WHEN I WAS SICE IN BED. 

Tormented with incessant pains. 
Can I devise poetic strains? 
Time was, when I could yearly pay 

My verse onStella's native day : 

But now, unable grown to write, 
I grieve she e\'er'saw the l^ht. 
Ungrateful ! since. to her I owe; . . 
That I these pains can undergo. 
She tends me lifee'fitt^aHAIe slave j 
Ai^d,:when indecentl^^I rave, ■ ■ 
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When out my brutish passions break, 

With gall in every. wpr4 I speak. 

She, with soft speech, my anguish cheers. 

Or melts.my pasione down witk.toarst ■. 

Although 'tis easy to descry 

She wants assistance more than I ; 

Vet seems to feel my, pains alone, . . 

And is a stoic in her own. 

Wtien,. among scholars, can we find 

So soft, and yet so firm a mind ? '. ' 

All accidents of life conspire 

To raise up Stella's virtue higher; 

Or else to introduce the rest 

Which had been latent in her breaSt 

Hfer firmness who cowld e'er have known, 

Had she not evils of her own?' ' ■ , 

Her kindness who could ever giieiss, • 

Had not' her friehdsbCen' in distress }.-• 

Whatever base retu^'nsyou find - . ^ 

From me, deaf Stella^ still be kind. ' * 

In your own heart you'll reap the foii-t, 

Though I continue still, a brute. 

But, v/lieD I once am out of pajni 

I promise to be good ag^ip : 

Meantime,- your other jiister frieods 

Shall for my follies makp amends : 

So may we long continue thus, , ' ■ 

Admiring you, you pitying us. 
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ON DRiEAMS. 

AN HH^ATIOV or VETRONIVI. 

" Sonuiia qax raeatcs luduot volitantibas umbrif^" ke, 

J. HOSEdreamsi that on thesilent night intrude 
And with false flitting shades our minds delude, 
Jove never sends us downward from the skies; 
Kor can they from infernal mansions rise; 
'But are all mere productions of the brain, 
And fools consult interpreters in vain. 

For, when ia hed we rest our wear^ limbs. 
The mind voburdeii'd sports in various whinu; 
The busy head with mimic art runs o'er 
The scenes aiid actions of the day before. 

The drowsy tyrant, by his luiaiana lefl, 
To regal rage devotes son^e patriot's head. 
With equal tdTors, not with equal guil^ 
The murderer dreams of all the blood he spiU. 

The soldier smiling hears the widbw's cries, 
And stabs the son before the mother's 'eyes. 
With like remorse his brother of the trade, 
The biitcher, fells the Iamb beneath hjs blades 

The statesman rakes the town to find a plot, 
And dreams of forfeitures by treason got 
Nor lessTom-t— d-man of true statesman moiiW, 
Collects the city filth in search of gold. 

Orpli9ns around his bed the lawyer sees, 
And takes the plaintiflTs and defendant's fees. 
His fellow pick-purse, watching for a job, 
Fancies his finger's in the cully's fob. 
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The kind physician grants tbehusband'aprtyvrs^ 
Or gives relief to long expecting heir*. 
The sleeping hangman ties the fatal noose. 
Nor un&uccesifitl waits tbr dead men's shoes. 

The grave dirine, wnih knotty points perplext, 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text : 
While the sly mountebank attends his trade. 
Harangues the rabble, and is better piaid. 

Th^ hireling senator of modern days 
fiedaubs tbe guilty great with nauseous praise; 
And Dick the scavenger with equal grace 
Flirts from his cart the niud in ••♦•*'s face. 



VERSES OCCASIONED BY WHITSHED'S* 
MOTTO ON HIS COACH. 1724. 

LiBERTJS et nataU tolrnn : 

Fine words ! I wonder where you stole 'em. 

Could noChiag but thy chief reproach 

Serve for a motto on thy coach ? 

9ut let me now the words translate: 

Natale solum, my estate ; 

My dear estate, how well I love it ! 

My teuants, if you doubt, will prove it, 

Tliey awear I am so kind and good, 

I hug them, till I squeeze their b{oo4. 

Libertas bears a large import : 
First, how to swagger in a court ; 
And, seijondiy, to show my fury 
Against an uncomplying jury ; 

* Tbe chief jqAicG who proMciftcdlteSm^. H. 

t4 And, 
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. And, thirdly, 'tis a. new invention, 
To favour Woqd, and keep my pension ; 
And,.fourtbly, 'tis to piay an odd trick, 
Get the great seal, and. turn out Broderick; 
■And, fifthly, (you know whom I meari) 
To humble that vexatious Dean ; 
And> sixthly, for my soul, to barter it 
For Hfly times its worth to Carteret.* 
Now, since your mottp thus you construe, 
I must confess you've spoken once true. 
Lihertas et natale solum : 
You hati good reason, when you stole 'em. 



SENT BY DR. DELANY TO DR, SWIFT, 

IN OBDERTO BE ADMITTEO TO SPEAK TO HIM, 
' WHEN HE WAS DBAF. 17S4> 

Dear sir, I think 'tis doubly hard. 
Your ears and doors should both be barr-Vl. 
Can any thing be more unkind ? 
M:ist I not see, 'cause you are blind ? 
Methinksa friend at night should cheer you, 
A friend that loves to see and liear you. 
Why am I robb'd of that delight, 
When you can be no loser by't ? 
Nay, when 'tis plain (for what is plainer?) 
That, if you heard, you'd be no gainer ? 
For sure you are notyet to learn. 
That hearing is not your concern. 
Then be your doors no longer barr'd : 
Your business sir, is to be heard. 

* Lord licDieaant of Trcland, H. 

WE 
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THE ANSWER. 

The wise pretend to make it dear, 
'Tis no great loss to lose an ear. 

- V^hy are we then so fond of two, 
When by experience one- would do? 

i 'Tis tru e,say they, cut off the head, 
And there's an end ; the man is dead ; 
Because, among all human race, 
None e'er was known to have a brace: 
But confidently they maintain, 
That where we find the members twain. 
The loss of one is no such trouble. 
Since t'other will in strength be double. 
The limb surviving, you may swear, . 
Becomes his brother's lawful heir; 
Thus, for a trial, let me beg of 
Your reverence but to cut one leg off, 
And you shall find, by this device, 
The other will be stronger twice ; 
For every day you shall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining. 
So, when an eye has lost its brother, 
You see the better with the other. 
Cut off your hand, and you may do 

•With t'other hand the work of two : 
Because the soul her power contracts, 
And on the brother limb reacts. 

But yet the point is not so clear in 
Another case, the sense of hearing: 
For, though the place of either ear 
Be distant, as one head can bear? 
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Yet; GaleD most acutely shows you, 

(CoDsiilt his book de parlium usa) 

That from each ear, as he observes. 

There creep two auditory nerves, 

Not to Be seen without a glass, 

Which near the ospetrmam pass ; 

Thence to th^neck; andinoving; thorough there. 

One goes to this, aiid- diie to t'other ear j 

W'hjch made my gtafidam always stuff her ears 

Both tight and left, a^ fellow sufterers. 

You see my ieaniing ; but, to shorten it, 

Whetf my left ear \vja deaf a fortnight, 

To t'other eav I ftlt it coming on : 

And -thus I solve this hard phenortienon. 

'Tis true, a glass will bring supplite 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes: 
Your arms, though botli your eyes were lost. 
Would guard your nose against a post : 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are stronger, and almost as good : 
And as for hands, there have been those 
Who, wanting both, have us'd their toes.* 
But no dontrivince yet appears 
To furnish artificia:! ears. 



A QUIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME. 

TO A FBIEND WHO MARRIBD A SHBEW. 

1724. 
iN ELt scolded in so loud a din. 
That Will durst hardly venture in ; 
• Thqrc hare bewitwtanciaofaiaw'i writing widilusftirt. H. 

He 
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He narked the conjugal dispute ; 
Nell roar'd iucessant, Dick sat mute ; 
But, when he saw his friend appear,!^ 
Crj'd bravely. Patience, good my dear ! 
At sight of Will, she bawl'd no more. 
Hut hurry'd out, and clapt the door. 

Why Dick ! the Devil's in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will) thy house is worse than Hell: 
'Why what a peal the jade has rung ! 
D— ro her why don't you slit her tongue ? 
Tor nothing else will make it cease. 
Pear Will I suffer this for peace : 
I never quarrel with my wife ; 
I bear it for a quiet life. 
Scripture ycm know, exhorts us to it ; 
Bids us to seek peace, and ensue it. 

Will went again to visit Dick; 
And entering in the very nick, 
He saw virago Nell belabour, 
With Dick's own staff, his peaceful neighbour: 
Poor WiH, who needs must interpose, 
Received a, brace or two of blows. 
But now, to make my story short. 
Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why Dick, thy wife has devilish whims ; 
Ods'-buds! why don't you break her limbs ? 
If she where mine, and had such tricka, 
I'd teach her how to handle sticks : 
2— ds ! I would ship her to Jamaica, 
Or truck tlie carrion for tobacco; 
I'd send her far enough away — 
Dear Will ; but what would people say ? 
Lord ! I should get so ill a name, 
The neighbours round would cry out shame, / 
Dick 
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Dick siifFer'd for his peace and'credit; 

Cut who believ'd him when be said it ? 
Can he, who makes himself a slave, 
Conbutt his peace, or credit save r 
Dick found it by hi^ ill success. 
His quiet small, his credit less. 
She se^Vd him at the usual rate; 
She stunn'd, and then she broke his pate; 
And what he thought the hardest case, 
The parish jeer'd him to his face ; 
Those men, who wore the breeches least, 
Call'd him a cuckold, fool, and beast. 
At home he was pursu'd with noise j 
Abroad was pester'd by the boys: 
M^ilhin^ his M'ife would break his bones ; 
Without they pelted him with stones ; 
The 'prentices procur'd a riding,* 
To act his patience and her chiding. 
False patience and mistaken pride ! 
. There are ten thousand Dicks beside j 
Slaves to their quiet and good name, 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame. 



THE BIRTH OF MANLY VIRTUE. 

IHSCBIB^D TO LORD CARTERET, 
1724. 
•' Gratior & pulchro veiuens in corpore Virtus." Vibg, 

Once on a time, a righteoi« sage^ 
Oiiev'd at the vices of the age, 

* A well-known humorous cavalcade, in ridicule of a spolding 
H'ife and henpecked husband. H. 

Applied 
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Applied to Jove witb fervent prayer . ,. 
— " O Joye, if Virtue be. so fair . > 

As it was deem 'dm former days, » 

By Plato and by Socrates,^ . ... J 

Whose beauties mortal, eyes escape, .-I 
Only for,want of outward shape : .. . . ; .. 
Make then its real excellence, .. . 
For once, the theme of human sense ; . . 
So shall the *ye, by form copfin'd, 
Direct and fix the wandering mind ; , 
And long deluded mortals see, . . 

With rapture, what. they us'd to flee!"', 

Jove grants the prayer; gives. Virtue birth. 
And bids him bless and mend the earth- 
Behold him blooming fresh and fair. 
Now made— ye gods — a son and heir : . , 
Ao heir : and, stranger yet to hear, 
An heir,,, an orphan of a peer ; 
But prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Nothing impossible to Jove. 

Virlue was for this sex desigh'd. 
In mild reproof to womankind; . . 
In manly form to let them see, . 
Tlie loveliness of modesty, 
Tlie thousand decencies that shone 
With Icssen'd lustre in their own; 
Which -few had iearn'd enough to prize, . 
And some thought modish to despise. 

To make his merit more discern'd, 
He goes to school— he reads — is Iearn'd ; 
.-Rais'd- high, above bis birth, by knowledgf^ 
He shines distingutsh'd in a college; 
■Resolv'd nor honour, nor estate, 

Himself atone should make him great. 

Her* 
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Here soon for every art renovo'd. 
His influence is diiFusM around; 
Th' inferior youth to learning led. 
Less to be faat'd than to be fed. 
Behold the glory he has won, 
And blush to see themselves outdone; 
And now, inflam'd with rival lage. 
In scientific strife engage, 
Engage ; and, in the glorious strife 
The arts new kindle into life. 

Here would our hero ever dwell, 
Fix'd in a lonely learned cell ; 
. Contented to be truly grea^ 
In Virtue's best belov'd retreat ; ^ 

Contented he— but Fate ordains. 
He now shall shine in nobler scene*, 
Rais'd high, like some celestial fire, 
To shine the more, still rising higher; 
Completely form'd in every part. 
To win the soul, and glad the heart. 
The powerful voice, the graceful mien. 
Lovely alike, or heard, or seen ; 
The outward form and inward vie, 
His soul bright beaming from his eye. 
Ennobling every act and air. 
With just, and generous, and sincere. 

Accomplish'd thus, his next resort 
Is to the council and the court. 
Where Virtue is in least repute, 
A^d .interest the one pursuit ; 
WJ^re right and wrong are bought and sold, 
Bartef'*for beauty, and for gold ; 
Here Maoly Virtue, even here, 
Pleaa'4-il^ ^e person of a peer, 
. ^ Apew: 
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A peer ; a soarcely bearded youth, 
Who talk'd of justice and of trutb, 
Of ionoccDce the surest. guard, 
Tales here forgot, or yet unheard ; 
That be alone deserv'd esteem, 
Vlio was the man he wish'd to seem j 
Cali'd it unmanly and univise, 
To iurk behind a mean disguise ; 
(Give frAudful Vice the mask and screen, 
'Tis Virtue's interest to be seen ;) 
Call'd want of shame a want of sense, 
And foijnd, in blushes, eloquence. 

Thus acting what he taught so well. 
He <lrew dumb Merit from her cell, 
Led with amazing art along 
Tlie bashful dame, and ioos'd her tongue ; 
And, while he made her value known, 
Yet more display'd ami rais'd his own. 

Thus youiig, thus proof to all teniptatiora> 
He rises to the highest stations ; 
For where high honour is the prize, 
True Virtue has a right to rise : 
I^et courtly slaves low bend the knee . 
To Wealth and Vice iu high degree: 
Exalted Woi;th disdains to owe 
Its grandeur to its greatest foe. 

Noy rais'd on iiigli, see Virtue $howa 
The godlike ends for whiph he rose ; 
For him, let proud Ambition know 
The height of glory here laelow, 
Grapdeur, by goodness made complete I 
To blesa, is truly to be great ! 
He taught how men to honour rise, 
Like gilded vapqprs to tbe.s^ie^ 

Which, 
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Which; howsoever they display 

Their glory- from' the god of day, 

Their noblest use is. to abate 

His dangerous excess of heat, . 

To shield the infant fruits and flowers, 

And bless the earth with genial showers. 

Now change the scene; a nobler care 
Demands him in a higher sphere:* 
Pistress of nations calls hiin hence, . 
Permitted so by Providence ; 
For modeb, made to mend our kind, 
To no one clime should be confin'd ; 
And Manly Virtue, like the sun, 
His course of glorious toils should runs 
Alike diffusing in his flight 
Congenial joy, and life, and light 
Pale Envy sickens, Error flies, 
And Discord in his presence dies ; 
Oppression hides with guilty dread^ 
And Merit rears her drooping head; 
The arts revive, the vallies sing. 
And winter softens into spring: 
The wondering world, where'er he moves. 
With new delight .looks iip and loves ; 
One sex consenting to admire. 
Nor less the other to dpsire ; 
While he, though seated on a throne, 
Confines his love to one alone ; 
The rest condemned with rival voice 
Repining, do applaud his choice. 

Fame now reports, the Western Isle, , 
Is made his mansion for a while, 

* Lord Carteret had the honour of medittiog peace for Sweden 
withDcDinaTkaiidwifhtlieCzar. ". H. . 
.. ■ Is 
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Whose anxious natives^ night and day, 
(Happy beneath his righteous sway) 
Weary the gads" with ceaselees prayer. 
To bless him, and to keep him there ; 
And claim it as a debt from. Fate, 
Too lately found, to lose him late. 



VERSfiS ON THE UPRIGHT JUDGE, 

WHO CONDEHHPD THE DEAFIEb's 
> PBINTBE. 

i HE church I hate,'and have good reason; 
For there my grandsire cut his weaaand : 
He cut his weasand at the altar; 
I keep my gullet for the halter. 



ON THE SAME.. 

IN church your grandsire cut his throat ; 

To do the job, too long he tarry'd : 
He should have hiad my h«arty vote. 

To cut his throat before he marry'd. 



VOL XVI. 
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ON THE SAME. 

(TUX JVDOB StIAKS.) 



I'M not the grandson of that a»* Qmn ; 

Nor can yoa prove it, Mr. Pasquio. 

My grand-dame had gatlants by twenties. 

And bore my mother by a 'j^rcntice. 

This when my grandsire knew, they tell us be 

In Chritf church cut his throat for jealousy. 

And, since the alderman was-mad you say. 

Then I must be so too, ex traduce. 



RIDDLES. 

BT DB. SWiVt and HIS FRIBNBa. 

WBITTEN TM OK IBOVT TBI TBkX 1724. 

: -. , , I. ON Jl FEN. . . 

In youth exalted high in air. 
Or bathing in the waters fair. 
Nature to ftn-m me took dehghtj^ 
And clad my body all in white. 
My person tail, and slender waist^ 
On either side with fringes grac'd ; 



-Till 
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till me that tyrant man espy'd; ' 
And dragg'd me from my mother's side i 
No vonder now I look so thin ; 
The tyrant stript me lothe skin i 
My skin he flay'd, my hait he cropt : 
At head and foot my body loot : 
And then, withhSirftfiojKTiard thin stone, 
He pick'd my marrow from the bone. - 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To slit my tongue, and make me speak i 
But, that which Wonderful appears, 
1 speak to eyes, and not to ears. 
He oft employs me in disgnise/ 
And makes me tell a thousand iifes : 
To nie he chiefly gives in trust 
To please his malice or his lust. 
From me no secret he can hide j 
. I see his vanity and pride : 
And my delight is to expose 
His follies to his greatest foes. 
All langnages I can command, 
Yet not a word I Understand; 
Without my aid, the best divine 
In learning would not know a line ; " 
The lawyer must forget his pleading ; 
The scholar could not. show his reading, 

Nay ; man my masler is my slave ; 
I give command to kill or savS^ 
Can grant ten thousand pounds a yeir, 
And make a beggar's brat a peer. 
But, while I thus my life relate, 
I only hasten on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is f'ufr'd, 
J hardly now can force a word. 

'S Idie 
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I die unpitted and forgot, 

And on some dunghill left to rot 



' II> ON GOLD. 

ALL-niling tyrint of the earth, 
To vilest slaves I owe my birth. 
How is the greatest monarch blest, 
When in my gawdy livery drest ! 
No haughty riyniph has power to run 
From me; or my embraces sburi. 
Stabb'd to the heart, coademn'd to flam^ 
My constancy is still the same. 
The favourite messenger of Jove, 
And Lemnian God, consulting strove 
To make me glorious to the sight 
Of mortals, and the Cods delight. 
Soon would thetr altars' flame expire. 
If I refus'd to lend them fire. 



UY fate exalted high in place, 
Lo, here I stand with double face ; 
Superiof none on earth I find ; 
But see below me all mankind. 
Yet, as it oft attends tlie great, 
I alm^t sink with ray own weight. 
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At every mcjition undertook, 
The vulgar alt consult my look. . 
I sometimes give advice in writings 
But never of my own inditing. 

I am a courtiftr in my way ; 
For those who rais'd me, I betray ; . 
And some give out that I entice 
To lust, to luxury, and dice; 
Who punishments on me inflict, 
Because they 6nd their pockets pickt. 

By riding post, I lose my health ; 
And only .to get others wealth. 



IV. ON THE POSTEBIORSi 

Because I am by nature blind. 

I wisely choose to walk behind ; 

However, to avoid disgrace, 

I let DO creature see my face. 

My words are few, but spoke with sense; 

And yet my speaking gives offence : 

Or, if to whisper I pre«ume, 

The company will fly the room. 

By all the world I am opprest : 

And my oppression gives them rest. 

Through me, though sore against my will. 
Instructors every art instil. 
By thousands I am sold and bought, 
Who neither get n«r lose a groat ; 
For none, alas ! by me can gain, 
But those who give me greatest pain. 
Shall man presume to be my master, 
YHio's but my caterer and taster ? 

z3 Yet, 
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Yet, though I always have my will, 
I'm biit a mere depender sttll : 
An humble hanger-on at best; 
Of whom all people make a jest 
In me detractors seek to find 
Two vices of a dtlFerent kind: 
^'m too profuse, some censurers eryj 
And all I get, I let it fly : 
While others give me many a curse, 
Because too ckwe I hold my purse. 
But this I know, in either case 
They dare not charge me to my fticoj 
'TIS true, indeed, sometimes I save, 
Sometimes run out of all I have; 
But, when the year is at an end, 
Compating what I get and spend, 
My goings-out, and comings-in, 
I cannot find. I lose or win ; 
And therefore all that know me say, 
I justly keep the middle way. 
I'm always by my betters led ; 
I last get pp, and £r&t abed ; 
" Though, if I ri?e before my time, * 
Thelearn'd in sciences suUime 
Consult the stars, and thence foretet 
Good luck to those with whom I dwell 



y. ON 4. |I0»». 

J. HE joy of man, the pride of bri(tes. 
Domestic subject for disputes 



Of 
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Of plenty thou the emMem iair 
Adora'd by nymphs with all their care t 
I saw thee na'd to high renown, 
Supporting half the British crown ; 
And often have I see* thee grace 
The chaste Diatia's infant face; 
And wbea8oe*er you pl6a«e to sfiine, 
Less useful is her l^ht than thine: 
Thy numerous fingers know their way, 
And oft in C^elia's trtsits play. 

To place tbee in another v'ltv, 
I'll show the world strange things and truej 
What lords and dames of high degree 
May justly claim their birth from thee! 
The soul of man with spleen you vtx: 
Of spi6en you cure the female sex. 
Thee for a gift the coiirtier sends 
With pleasure to his s|>ecial ft-iends : 
He gives, and with a generous pride, 
Contrives all means the gift to hide: 
Nor oft can the receiver know, 
Whether he has the gift or no. 
On airy wings yoil take your flight, * 
And fly unseen both day and night; 
Conceal your form with various tricks ; 
And few know how or where you fix : 
Vet some, who ne'er bestow'd thee, boast 
Tliat they to others give thee moat. 
Mean time, the wise a question start. 
If thou a real being art ; 
Or but a creature of the brain, 
That gives imaginary pain? 
Put the sly giver better knows thee; 
Who feels trpe^ys when he bestows thee. 

K 4 vj. ■ o 
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Though I, alu, a prisoner be, 
My trade is prisoners to set free. 
No slave his lord's t^ommands obey* 
With such insinuating w^ys. 
My genius piercing, sharp, and bright, 
Wherein the njeu of wit delight. 
The clergy keep me for their ease. 
And tuTp and wind me as they please. 
A new and wondrous art I show 
Of raising spirits from helow; 
In scarlet some, and some in white; 
They rise, walk round, yet never fright. 
In at each mouth the spirits pass, 
. Distinctly seen as through a glass: 
O'er head and body make a rout, 
And drive at last all secrets out : 
And &till, the more I show my art. 
The more they open every heart 

A greater chemist none than X, 
Who, from materials hard and dry, 
Have taught men to extract with skilt 
More precious juice than from a still. 

Although I'm often out of case, 
I'm not asham*^ to show my face. 
Though at the tables of the great 
I near the sideboard take my seat; 
Yet the plain 'squire, when, dinner's done. 
Is never pleas 'd till I make one : 
He kindly bids me near him stand ; 
An j often takes me by the band* 
. • / ^ twice 
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I tvfce a day a hunting go; 
Nor ever fail to seize my foe; 
And when I have him by the poll, 
I drag hin) upward from his hole; 
Though some are of so stubborn ktod, 
Tm forc'd to leave a limb behind. 

I hourly wait some fatal end ; 
For I can break, but scorn to bend. 



VII. THB GULF OF ALL HUUAN POSSEflSlOHS. 

CloME hither, and behold the fruits. 

Vain roan! of all thy vain pursuits. 

Take wise adviw, and look behind,. 

Bring all past actions to thy mind. ■ . l 

Here you may see, as in a glass. 

How soon all human pleasures pass. 

How will it mortify thy pride, 

To turn the true impartial side! 

How will your eyes' contain their tears,. 

When all the sad reverse appears! 

This cave within its womb conOues. 
Tlie last result of all designs: 
Here lie deposited the spoils ; 

Of busy mortals' endless toils: 
Here, with au easy search, we find 
The foul coiTuptions of mankind. 
The wretched purchase here behold 
Of traitors, who their country sold. 

This gulf insatiate imbibes 
The Uwyer's fees, the statesmam's bribes. 

Here, 
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Here, io their-proper shape and mico, 

Fraud, perjury, and guilt are seen. 

Necessity, the tyrant's law, 

All human race must hither draw ; 

All prompted by the same desire, 

The vigorous youth, and aged sire. 

Behold the coward and the brave, , 

The haughty prince, the humble slav^ 

Physician, lawyer, and divine. 

All make oblations at this shrine. 

Some enter boldly, some by stealth, | 

And leave behind their fruitless wealth. I 

for, white the bashful sylvan maid. 

As half asham'd and half afraid, 

Approaching finds it hard to part ' 

With that which dwelt so near her heart; 

The courtly dame, unmov'd by fear, 

Profusely pours her offerings here. 

A treasure here of learning lurks, 
Huge heaps of never-dying works ; 
I.abours of many an ancient sage, 
And nitllioDs of the present age. 

In at tllis gulf all offerings pass, 
And lie an undistinguish'd mass. 
Deucalion, to restore mankind, i 

Was bid to throw the stones behind, 
So those who here their gifts convey 
Are forc'd to look ahother way ; 
For few, a chosen few, must know 
The mysteries that lie below. 

Sad charnelhousc ! a dismal dome, 
For which alt mortals leave their home I 
The young, the beautiful, and brave, 
Her© bury'd m on« eommon grave ! 

Where 
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^'here each simply of dead renews 
Unwholesome damps, offensive dews : 
And lo ! the writing on the walls 
Points outwhere each dcw victim falls; 
The food of worms ajid beasts obscette, 
Who round the vault luxuriant reign. 

See where those mangted corpsee lie, 
Condemo'd by £cmate bands to die-; 
A comely dame once clad in white, 
Lies tlicre consign'd to endless night; 
By cruel hands her blood was spilt, 
And yet her wealth was all her guilt. 

And here six vii^insja a tomby 
All-beauteous offspring of one womb» 
Oft in the train of Venus seen. 
As fair and lovely as-their queen; 
In royal garments each was drest, 
Each with a gold and purple v£SC; 
I saw them of their garments stript. 
Their throats were cut, their bellies ript, 
Twice were they bury'd,' twice were bora. 
Twice from their sepolchres were t^rn-: 
But now dismembei''d here are caat, 
And Hnd a resting place at last. 

Here oft the curious traveller findi 
The combat of opposing winds :, 
And seeks to Icam the secret cause. 
Which alien seems from nature's laws; 
Why at this cave's tremendous montht 
He feels at once both north and south; 
Whether the winds, in caverns penti 
Through clefts oppugnant force a veaX :•- 
Or whether, opening all his stores, 
Fierce ^olus'in tempest roars. 



Yet, 



3i8 swift's F0£M«. 

Yet, from this mingled mass of thiags. 
In time a new creation springs. 
These crude materials ooce shall rise 
To fill the earth, and atr, and skies : 
In variojis forms appear again, 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 
So Jove pronouQc'd among the gods, 
Olympus trjembltug as be nods. 



VIII. LOITISA • TO STSSPHOK. 

I 

JTVH ! Strephon, how can you despise ' I 

Her, who witiiout thy pity dies ? 

To Strephon I have still been true, 

And of as noble blood as you ; 

I'air isspe of the genial bed, 

A virgin in thy bosom bred; 

Embrac'd tbee closer than a wife ; 

When thee, I leave, I leave my life. 

Why should, my shepherd take amiss, 

Tliat oft I wake thee with a kiss? 

Yet you of every kiss complain ; 

Ah ! is not love a pleasing paiu ? 

A pain which every happy night 

You cure with eaee and with delight; 

With pleasure, as the poet sings, 

Too great for mortals less than kings. 

Chloe, when on thy breast I lie. 
Observes nw with revengeJuI eye : 



• Tbii riddle ii lolved by an anagram. I^. 
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If Chloe o'er tliy heart prevails, 
She'll tear me with her desperate nails ; 
And with relentless hands destroy 
The tender pledges of our joy. 
Nor have I bred a spurious race ; 
They all were bdrti from thy embrace. ' 

Consider, Strephon, wlftt you do ; 
For, should I die for lovi* of you, '.''■■ 

Ill haunt thy dreatns, a bloodless ghost; ' 
And all my kin (a numerous host, 
Who down direct our lineage bring 
From victors o'er the Mcmphian king; ■ ■ 
Renown'd in sieves and campaign*, 
Who never fted the bloody plains; 
Who io tciiipestuous seas can sport, 
And eetffd thtf pleasures of a court ; 
FromUvhom great Sylla found his doom, 
^.Who scourg'd to death that scourge of Rome) 
Shall on thee take a vengeance dire ; 

Thou, like Alcides, ahalt expire, 

When his envenom'd shirt he wore, 
And skin and flesh in pieces tore. 
Nor less that shirt, my rival's gift, 
Cut from the piece that made her shift. 
Shall in thy dearest blood be dy'd, 
And make thee tear thy tainted hide. - 



IX. 

DePUIV'D of root, and branch, and rind, 
Yet flowers I bear of every kind j 
And such is my prolific power. 
They bloom in lesf than half an hour; 
■■ ' Yet 
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Yet slanders by miy ptainfy see 

They get no oourisbqieat from me. 

My head with giddiness goeiroutid;- 

And yet I fiimly stand my ground : ' 

All over naked I am 69en> 

And painted like an Indian ^ue«n< - 

No couple-beggar in the land 

E'er joined such numbers hand in haqd ; 

I join'd them fairly «*ith a ring ; . 

Nor can our parson blame the- thing : 

And, though no marriage words are sf)oke> 

They part not till the ring is broke;. 

Yet hypocrite fanatics cry, 

I'm but an idol rais'd on high : 

And once a weaver in our town, 

A damn'd Crom^vellian, kgock'd me down. 

I lay a prisoner twenly years, 

And then the jovial cavaliers 

To rtieir old post restored all three, 

I mean the church, the king, and me. 



X. ON THE MOON^ 

1 WITH boVrow'd silver shine, 
What you see is none of miue. 
First I show you hut a quarter, 
Like the bow that guards the Tartar ; 
Then the half^ and then the whole, 
Ever dancing round the pole. 
And what will raise yoiir admiration, 
I am not one of God's creation, ,- 
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But sprung (and I this truth maiotaio) 
Like Pallas from my father's braia. 
And after all, I chiefly owe 
My beaaty to the sh&des below. 
Most wondrous forms you see me wear, 
A man, a woman, Hod, bear, 
A Ush, a fowl, a cloud, a field, , 
All figures Heaven or earth can yield; 
Like Daphne sometimes in a tree : 
Yet am not one. of all you see. 



Xt. O^ A CIRCLE. 

I'M up atid di>wn, and round about, 
Yet ail the world «an't find me out ; 
Though hundreds have employ'd their leisure. 
They never yet could find my measure. 
I'm found almost in every garden^ 
Nay in. the c}>mpass of a farthiDg. 
There's neither chariot, coach, bpr miU, 
Caa move an inch excttptJ will. 



nil. ON JWS, 

1 AM jet black, n& you may see, 
The son of pitch and gk>omy ntffkt : 

yet all that know me will agree, 
I'm d«ad excej^t I live in light. 

Sometimes 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



3£t iwirr s ponis. 

Sometimesln panegyric tiigli, 

Uke Lofty Findar, I can 8oar : 
And raise a virgin to the sky. 

Or sink her to a pocky whore. 
My blood-'this day is very ivec^ 

To morrow of a bitter juice ; 
Like milk, 'tis cry'd about the street; 

And so ipply'd to different use. 

Most wondrous is my magic p6wer: 

For with one colbur I can painty 
I'll make the devil a saint this hour, 

Next make a devil of a saint. 
Through distant regions I can fly. 

Provide me but with paper, wings ; 
And fairly show a reason why .- 

There should be quarrels among kings. . i 

And, after all, you'll think it odd» ' 

>yben learned doctors will dispute,- ' 

That I shquld point the word of God;'- . 

And show where they can best confute. 
Let lawyers bawl and strain their throats: 

Tis I that must the lands convey, 
And tsrip their clients to their coats ; - , 

Nay, give their very souls away. 



XIIJ. Olf THr VIVE SENSES. 

All of us in one you'll find. 
Brethren of a wondrous kind ; 
Yet among us all no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other ;. 
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We in frequpnt councils are, 
Anrl our marks of things declare^ ■ 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and tal^es them in the dark. 
He's the register of all 
In our ken, both great ^nd siflall; 
By us forms his taws and rules. 
He's our master, we his tools ; ' 
Yet* we can with greatest ease 
Turn and wind him where we please^ 

One of Us alone can sleep, 
Yet no watch the rest will keep^ 
But the moment that he closes, 
E\'ery brother else reposes. 

If wine's bought, or victuals drest. 
One enjoys them for the rest. 

Pierce u9 all with wounding steel, 
One for all of us will feel. 

Tliouifh ten thousand cannons roar, 
Add to them ten thousand more^ 
Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful souad. 

Do what is not fit to tell. 
There's but one of us can smelh 



W HEN on my bosom thy bright eyes, 
Floiinda, dart theif heavenly beams, 
I feel n6t the least love surprise, 

Yet endless teHi^Adw down in stream^ ', 
rau atvi. a a There'* 
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S$k bwivt's roBWfi, 

There's nought so beautiful in ther. 
But you may fipd the same in me. 

The lilies of thy akin com^re;^ 
111 me you see them foU as wlnte c 

The roses of your jjhccksy I dare 
Affirm, can't glow to more delight. 

Hien, since I show as fine a face^ 

Can you refuse a soft embrace ? 

Ah ! lovely nymph, tbou'rt in thy prime f 
And so am I, while thou art here ; 

But soon will come the fatal tim^ 
When all we see shall disappear. 

*Ti$ mine to make a just reflection, 

And yours to follow my direction. 

Then catch admirers while you may )■ 
Treat not your lovers with disdabi ; 

For time with beauty flies away. 
And there is no return again. 

To you the sad account I bring, 

.Life's autumn has no second spring. 



XV. OW AN ECHO. 

Never sleeping, still awake, 
Pleasing most when most I speak ; 
The delight of old and young, 
Though I speak without a tongue. 
Nought but one thing can eonfdund me, 
Many voices joining round me ; 
Tlien I fret, and rave, and gabf>le, 
lake the labourers of B4bel. 
- - ^ .Now 
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Now I am » (log, or cov, 
I can b^rii, <v I cap, low, 
I can bleat, or I can stng, 
Like the warblers pf the aprijig. 
Let the lov.esick bard CQmpIain, 
And I mouro the cruel pajp;. 
Let the happy swain rejoice, . 
And [ join my helijiiig voice : 
Both are welcome, grief or joy, 
I with either sport and toy. 
Though a lady, I am stout, 
Drums and truippets bring ijie out : 
Then I clash, and roar, and rattle, 
Join in all the din of battle. 
Jove, with all his loudest thunder, 
When I'm vest, cau't keep me under ; 
Yet so tender Js my ear, . 
That the lowpat voice I fear ; 
Much I dread the courtier's fate, 
When his merit's out of date, 
For I hate a silent breath, 
And a wisper is my death. , 



XVI. ON A SHADOW IK A OXASS. 

By something form 'd, I nothing am. 
Yet every thing that you. can name.; 
In no place IvAv-e I ever been. 
Yet every where I may be seen ; 
In. $11 things fa|$e, yet always .true, 
I'm at^l :the fta}{i$<-rhH!^ ney^r knew. . 

A AS Lifeless 
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Ijfeless, life's perfect form I wear. 
Can show a nose, eye> tongue, or ea^ 
Yet neither smell, see, taste, or hear. 
All shapes and features I can boast. 
No flesh, no hones, no blood — no ghost : 
All colours, withoQt paint, put on, 
And change like the cameleon. 
Swlflljr I come, and enter there, 
Where not a chink lets in the air; 
Xike thought) I'm in a moment gone, - 
Nor can I ever be alone : 
Alt things on earth I imitate 
Faster than nature can create; 
Sometimes imperial robes I wear. 
Anon in beggar's rags appear ; 
A giant now, and straight an elf, 
I'm every one, but ne'er my self; 
Ne'er sad I mourn, ne'er glad rejoice, ' 
I move my lips, but want a voice ; 
I ne'er was born, nor ne'er can die, 
Then prithee tell me what am I ? 



xTir. 
Most things by me do rise and falJ, 
And as I please they're great' abd small ; 
Invading foes without resistance, 
With ease I make to keep their distance ; 
Again, as I'm dispos'il, the foe 
Will eome, though not a foot they go. 
Both mountains, woods, and hills, and rocks. 
And gamesome goats, and fleecy flock^ 

hxA 
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And lowing herds, and piping swains. 
Come dancing to nie o'er the plains. 
The greatest whale that swims the sea 
Does instantly my power obey. 
In vain from me the sailor flies. 
The quickest ship I can surprise 
And turn it as 1 have a mind, 
And move it against tide and wind. 
Nay, bring me here the tallest man, 
I'll squeeze him to a little span ; 
Or bring a tender child and pliant, 
You'll sec me stretch him to a giaut : 
Nor shall they in the least complain^ 
Because my tna^^tc gives no paio^ 



xriii. OK TIUI. 

jlVER eating, never cloying, 
Alt devouring, all destroying, 
Never finding full repast, 
Till 1 eat the world at last. 



XIX. ON THE OAtLOWS 

There is a gate, we know full well. 

That stands 'twixt Heaven, and earth, and HcH, 

Where many for a passage venture, 

Vet very few are fond to enter : 

A A 3 Although 
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Although 'tf^ 0^*1 night and day, 
They for that reason shun this Wiiy : 
Both dukes and lords abhor its wood. 
They can't come near it for their 'blood. 
What other way they take to go, 
Another time Hi let you Icnow. 
Yet commoners with gi*e&resfE ease 
Can find an entra»(;e (vhen ttiey pleas^ 
The poorest 'hhthe'r march in state 
(Or they can never pass the'gate) 
Like Roman ^eherais 'triumphant, 
And then ^hey take ^ turn and jurt^ on^ 
If gravest parsons here ailvaintn), 
They cannot pass before they dance; 
There's not a soul that does resort here, 
But stripis himself to pay the porter. 



XX. ON THE VqWSLS. 

vVe are little airy creatures, 
All of different voice and features j 
One of us in glass is set, 
One of us you'll find in jet. 
T'other you may see in tin. 
And the fourth a hox within. 
If the fifth you should pursue. 
It can never fly from you. . 



XXf. OS 
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XXI. ON SKOW. 



From Heaven I fall, though from etrth I begin,- 
No lady alive can show such a skin. 
I'm blight as an angel, and light as a feather, 
Buthcavyanddark, when you squeeze metogether. 
Though candour and truth in my aspect I bear, 
Yet many poor ereatures I help to ensnare. 
Though so much of Heaven appears in my mak^ 
The foulest impressions I easily take. 
My parent and I produce one another, 
T^moth^thedaugbterj the daughter tbemojtber. 



KXII. ON A CANNOK. 

Begotten, and born, and iyiog with nois^ 

The terror of women, and ptcaMre of boys, 
Like the fiction of poets eoncerning the wind, 
I'm chiefly unruly when strongest confin'd. 
For silver and gold I don't trouble my head, 
But all I delight in is pieces of lead ; 
Except when I trade with a ship or a towtt, 
\rhy then I o^ke pieces of iron go down. 
One property more I wOuld have you remark. 
No lady was ever more fond of a spark ; 
Yhe moment I get one, my soul's all a fire, 
J^d I roar out my joy, add iii transport expire. 



J, ^ 4 XXIII, ON 
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XXJII. OV A PAIR pr DICB. 

lA' E arc little brethren twain. 
Arbiters of loss and g^in, 
Mapy to OUT counters run, 
Some are made, and some undone : 
But men find it to their cost, 
Few are made but numbers lost 
■nioygh we play them trjcks for ever, 
Vet they always hope our favouf. 



XXIV. OK A CANDl,Br 
TO LiST CARTKBET' 



Of all inhabitants on earth, 

Tp ini^n:alQne I owe my birth, 

And yet the cow, the sheep, the bee, 

Are all my pajirents piore tliao he : 

I, a virtue, strange and rare, 

Make the fajrest look more iair ; 

And myself, wl]ich yet is raver, 

Growing old, grpw stji} the fairer. 

Like sots, alone I'm dull enough, 

When dos'd with smolte, and smear'd with snuf; 

Biir, in the midat of mirth and wine, 

I wiih double lustre shine. 

Emble|n of the Fair am I, 

Polish 'd neck, and radiant eye; 

In my eye my .greatest grace, 

Erobiem cS the Cyclop' racej 

Metal!/ 
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Metals I like tliem subdue, 

Slave like them to Vulcan too. 

Emi)ieHi of a monarch bift, 

M'ise, and glorious to belioltl j ■ 

Wasted he api>cars, and pale, 

"Watchinjj fur the pulflic weal: 

Emblem of the bashful dame, 

That in seqret feeds her ftajne, 

Often aiding to impart 

AW the secrets of her heart: 

Various is my bulk and hue, 

Big like Bess,' and Small Like Sue : 

Now brown and burnish'd like a nut, 

At other times a very slut; 
Often fair, and soft, and tender, 
Oaiier, tifll, and smooth, and slender ; 
Like Flora, deck'd with fairest flowers, 
Like Phoebus, guardian of the hour*: 
But whatever be my dress, 
Greater be my size or less. 
Swelling be my shape <Sr small. 
Like thyself I shine in ail. 
CJouded if my face is seen. 
My complexion wan and green, 
'Languiil like a lovesick maid, 
Steel affords me present aid. 
SoQn or late, my date is done, 
As my tliread of life is spun ; 
Yet to cut the fatal thread 
Oft revives my drooping head ; 
Yet I perish in my prime, 
Seldort by the death of tmie ; 
Die like lovers as they gaze, 
pie for t|iose I live to please ; 



Pine 
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Pine uQpitied to my urn. 

Nor warm the fair for whom I t>ura ; 

Unpitietl, uolamented too, 

Die like all that look on you. 



XXV. TO LADY- CARTKEEt, 

•T pi. DBLAJIY. 

I REACH all things hear me, and far off to boo^ 
Without stretching a finger, or stirring a foot ; 
I take them all in too, to add to your wonder, 
Though many and various, and large and asunder, 
Withdut jostling or crowding theypass side byside, 
Througha wonderful wicket, not half an inch wide: 
Then I lodge them at ease in a very large store, 
Of no breadth or length, with a thousand things 

more. 
AH this I can do wjthout witchcraft or charm, 
Though pometimes, they say, I bewitch and dq 

harm ; 
Though cold, I inftame ; and though q^uiet, invade ; 
And Nothing can shield from my spell but a shade. 
A thief that has robb'd you, or done you disgrace, 
la magical mirror, I'll show youhis face : 
Nay, if you'll believe what the poets have said. 
They'll tell jhxj I kill, and can call back the dead. 
Like conjurers safe in my circle I dwell, 
I love to look black toQ, it heightens my spell; 
Though my magic is mighty in every hue, 
Who see all my power must see it in Yoi*. 

^.NSWSBEIt 
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ASSTTERED BY DR. STTIFT. 

WitH half an eye your riddle I Spy, 
X observe your wicket licmm'd m by a thicket, 
And whatever passes is strained through glasses. 
You say it is quiet : I flatly deny it. 
It wanders about, without stirring out ; 
Ko passion so weak but gives it a tweak; 
L,ove, joy, anddcvotion, setitalways in motion. 
And as for the tragic effects of its magic. 
When you say it can kill, or revive at its will. 
The dead are all sound, and the live abovegroand: 
After all you have writ, it cannot .be wit i 
Wbich plainly does follow, since it flies from Apollo. 
}ts cowardice such it cries at a touch ; 
Tis a^perfect milksop, grows drunk with a drop^ 
Another:great fault, it cannot bear salt: 
And a hair can disarm^it of every cbarm. 



XXVI. TO LADY CARTEaET. 
■ BT DT. ■Sw/ft,' 

From India's burning clime I'm brought, 

" With cooling gales like zephyrs fraught. 
Nor Iris, when slie paints the sky, 
Can show more different hues than I ; 

•This and the following Biddlo were originally communicated 
by Swift to OldiBwgrtb, who puUUbcd thsm in the Muse"« Mer- 
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Nor can she change her form s6 fast, 

I'm now a sail, and now a mast. 

I here am red, and there am greeny 

A beggar there and here a queen. 

•1 sometimes live iu house of hair^ 

And oft in hand of lady fair. 

I please the young, I grace the old, 

And am. at once both hot and cold. 

Say >i'hat I am then, if you caa, 

And lind the ibyme, and you're the man, 

AVSVERED BT DB. SUKDIDAN. 

Youk house of hair, and lady's hand, 
At first did put me to a stand. 
J. have it now — 'tis plain enough — 
'Your hairy business is a muff. 
- Your engine fraught with cooling gales^ 
At once so like your masts and sails ; 
And for the rhyme to you're the man, 
What fits it better than a fan ? 



' A UIDDLE. 

I'AI wealthy and poor, > 

I'm empty aiidfuU, 
I'm humble and proud, 

I'm witty and dull. 
I'm fou! and yet fair ; 

I'm old, and yet young; 
I lie with Moll Kerr, 

^nd toast Mrs. Long. 



=dbvGooglc 



A BECBJPT.-/ 365 . 

AKSWER, BY ME.F — E. 

In rigging he's rict), though in pocket he's poor*'. 

He cringes to courtiers, and cocks to the cits;. 
Like twenty he dresses, but looks like threescore ; 

He's a wit to the fools, and a fool to the wits. ' 
Of wisdom he's empty, but full of conceit; 

He paints and perfumes, while he rots with the 
scab ; 
'Tisa beau you mayswear by his sense and his gait; 

He boasts of a beauty, and lies with a drab. 



A RECEIPT 
TO BfiSTORE Stella's youth. 1724-5. 

The Scottish hinds, too poor to house 
In frosty nights their starving cows, 
While not a blade of grass or hay 
Appears from Micliaelmas to May, 
Must let their cattle range in vain ,. 
For food along tlie barren plain : 
Meagre and lank with fasting grown, 
And nothing left but skin and bone ; 
Expos *d lorfant, and wind and weather. 
They just keep life and soul togtther, 
Till sunuuex sliowers and evening's dew 
Again the. vewianr glebe renew ; 
And, as the vegetal)res rise, 
Tte famish'd cow her want supplies: 

Without 
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S$6 avttr's roEMs. 

Without an ounce of last year's flesh ; 
Whatc'er she gains is young and fresh ; 
Grows plump and round, and full of mettle^ 
As rising from Medea's kettle, 
tVith youth and beauty to enchant 
£uropa*s counterfeit gallant. 

"Hhy, Stella, should you knit your brov, 
If I compare you to a cow ? 
'Tis just the case ; for you have fasted 
So long, till all your flesh is wasted; 
And must against the warmer days 
Be sent to Quilca down to graw; 
Where mirth, and exercise, and air, 
Will soon your appetite repair : 
The nutriment will from within, 
Bound all your body, plump you skin ; 
Will agitate the lazy flood. 
And fill your veins with sprightly blood : 
Nor flesh nor blood will be the same, 
Nor aught of Stella but the name ; 
For what was ever understood. 
By humankind, but flesh and blood ? 
And if your flesh and blood be neiv. 
You'll be no more the former you ; 
But for a blooming nymph will pass, 
Just fifteen, coming summer's grass, 
Your jetty locks with garlands crown 'd: 
While all the 'squires for nine miles round, 
Attended by a brace of curs. 
With jockey boots and silver spurs. 
No less than justices o' quorum, 
Their cow-boys hearing cloaks before 'em. 
Shall leave deciding broken pates, 
To. kiss yourjteps. at Quilca gates. 
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But, lest 5'6u should liiy skill disgrace, 
Come back before you're out of case ; 
For if to Michaelmas you stay. 
The new-born flesh will melt away ; ■ ■ 
The 'squire in scorn will fly the house 
For better game, and look for grouse; 
But here, before the frost can mar it. 
We'll make it firm with beef and claret 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 1724-5. 

^S, when a beauteous nymph decays^ . 

We say, she's past her dancing days; 

So poets lose their feet by time. 

And can no longer dance in rhyme. 

Your annual bard had rather chose 

To celebrate your birth in prose: 

Yet merry folks, who want by chance 

A pair to make a country dance. 

Call the old housekeeper, and get her 

To fill a place, for want of better: 

While Sheridan is off the hooks. 

And friend Delany at his books. 

That Stella may avoid disgrace, 

Once more the Dean supplies their place. 

Beauty and wit, too sad a truth I 
Have always baen confin'd to youth j 
The god of wit and beauty's queen. 
He twenty-one and she fifteen. 
Ko poet ever sweetly sung, 
Unless he were, hke Phoebus, youpg;_. 



DiailizodbvGoOglc 



360 JWIFT's POIM*. 

Nor ever nympb inspir'd to rhyme; . 

Unless, like Venus, in her prime. 

At fifty-six, if this be true. 

Am I a poet fit for you ? 

Or, at the age of forty-three, 

Are you a subject fit for me ; 

Adieu ! bright wit, and radiant eyes ! 

You must be grave, and I be wise. 

Our fate ta vain we would oppose : 

But I'll be still your friend in prose ; 

Esteem and friendship to express, 

AViJI not require poetic dress ; 

And if the Muse deny her aid 

To have them sung, they may be said. 

But, Stella, say, what evil tongue 
Reports you are no longer young ; 
That Time sits, with hissithe to mov 
Where erst sat Cupid with his1>ow; 
That half your locks are tum'd to gray ? 
I'll ne'er believe a word they say. 
'Tis true, bul let it not be known. 
My eyes are somewhat dimmish grovro ; 
For nature, always in the rif^t, 
To your decays adapts my sight ; 
And wrinkles undistinguish'd pass. 
For I'm asham'd to use a glass ; 
And till I see them with these eyes, 
Whoever says you have them, lies. 

No length of time can make you quit ■ 
Honour and virtue, sense and wit : 
Tlius you may still be young to me, 
While I can better hear than see. 
O' ne'er may Fortune show her spight. 
To oaake me deaf, and mend my sight ! 
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EtibRAM ON trddD'S brass m6ney. 

CARTERETwas welcomM to the shore . 
First with the brazen cannon's roar; 
*ro meet him next the aoldier comes. 
With brazen trumps aiid brazen drumsj 
Approaching near the towii, he hears 
Ihe brai:en bells salute his ears: 
But when Wood's brass began to sound, 
- Gunsj trufiipets, druins, and bells, weredrovn'd. 



A SIMILE, ON OUR WANT OF SILVEB, 

AND THB ONLY WAT TO B2MBDT IT. 
1725. ' 

As when of old some sorceress threw 
O'er thc'itioon's fate a sable hue,. 
To drive unseen her magic chair, 
At midnight through the darken'd air;' 
Wise people, who believ'd with reasoti 
That this eclipse was out of season, 
AtHrm'd tlie mooti was sick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter spell. 
Ten thousand cymbals now begih 
Td rend the skies with brazen din ; 
The cymbals'rattlrng sounds dispel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to helL 
Tlie inoon, deilver'd from her pain. 
Display} her silver face again. 
Note here, that fn the chemic style, 
Tbe moon is silver all this while. ^ 

' voir XVJ. B B So 
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So (if my simile you minded, 
Which I confest i^ too Iaitgwiiv{e<}) , - 
' When lat« a feminine magickn,* 
Joln'd with a brazen polttjctap. 
Expos VI to blind the nation's oytjSji 
A parchment t of prodigipvis size J 
ConceaI'd behind that ample screen. 
There was no silver to be seen. 
But to this parchment let the Drapier 
Oppos? hi» countercharm of paper, 
And ring VVood's copper in our ears 
* So loud till alt the nation hears ; 
That sotind will make the parchment shrive^ 
And drive the conjurers to the Devil : 
And when the .sJ(y is grown serene> 
1 0ur silver will appear again. 



WOOD AN INSECT. I7S5 

£V long observation I have understood, 
Tliat two little vermin are kin to Will Wood, 
The first is an insect they call ^ wood-loi^e, 
That folds up itself in itself for a house, 
As round as a ball, without head, yithput t^i^ 
Enclos'd cap ^ ^, in a strong coat of m^. 
And thus Wilham Wood to my fancy appears 
In fillets of btass roll'd up to lus ears: 
And over these fillets lie wisely has thrown. 
To keep out of danger, a doublet of ston^f 

* A great la^ wai ui<J fp Hve bMn bribed hy WomL 17. 
t The patcDt fipr ocuoin^ bal^sD^, N. - 
X He wu ut giol for dtbt. S. 

TTrt 
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51ie lobfttof the wood for a medicine Is usM, 
Or swallow'd alive, or skilfully bruis'd. 
And, let but our mother Hibernta contrive 
To swallow Will Wood, either bruis'H or alive. 
She ileed be no more with the jaundice possesti 
Or sick of obstructions, and pains in her chest. 

The next is an insect we call a wood-worm. 
That lies in old wood like a hare in. her form; 
With teeth or with 'claws it will bite or will 

scratch. 
And chambermaids christen this worm a death 

watch ; 
Because like a watch it always cries click; 
Then woe be to those in the house who are sick : 
For, as gore as a gun, they will give np the ghost. 
If the maggot cries ^Uck when it fcratches the 

post. 
But aJfttth: of scalding hot water injected 
lafaHibly cures the timber affected : 
The omen is broken, the danger is over; 
The ra^got will die, and the sick will recover. 
Such a wo^m was Will Wood, when he scratch'd 

jkt the door 
Of a governing statesman or favourite whore: 
The death ofjour nation he seem'd to foretell, 
And the sound of his brass we took for ^ur knell. 
Butnow, voce the Drapierhas heartily mauPd him, 
I thinjc the. best thing we can do is to sqald him. 
For which pperation there's nothing mo^o proper 
Than the liquor fae dealain, his own melted popper; 
Unless, like the Dvtcb, you rather woul^ boil 
This coiner of raps * in a cauldron of oil.' 

* Coanterfcit halfpeocej^ F,- 
'•. ^ BBS TKeifc 
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Tbeii'je^oos& which you please, and let eachbriifj^ 

a faggot. 
For our fear's at au end with the death of tb( 

maggot. 



PROMETM'EU& 



OS WOOD • TBE PATENTEE a IRISH HAirVENCIV 



■ Xa.5 when tlie squire and tinker Wood, 
: gravely CQHSuUiDg Ireland's good. 

Together mingled la a mass 

Smitti's dust, and copper, lead, and bran; 

The mixture thus by chymic art 

United close in ev'ry part, 

In fillets roll'd, or cut in pieces^ 
[ Appear'd like one coutinued species; 

And, by the forming engine struck. 

On alt the same tmpr»sion stuck. 
So, to confound this hated coin^ 

All parties and religions join ; 

Whigs, tories, trimmers, HanoveriaB%. 

Quakers, conformists, presbyterians, 

Scotch, Irish, English, French unit^ 

With equal int'rest, eqairi spite; 

Together mingled in a lumpj 

Do all in one opinion jump ; 

* Sec an iccwini gf Wood'* project b tbc Dri^'* Letten. M. 
* ■ ■ .Attd 
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■ PROMETHEUS. 

And ev'ry one begins to find ' " " ■ 

^he same impression On his mind. 

A streKge event ! whom gold incitei 
To blood and quarrels, brass unites :' 
So goldsmiths say. the coarsest stuff 
Will serve for solder well enough: 
So by the kettle's loud alarm 
The bees are gather'd to a swarm : '* 

So by the brazen trumpet's bluster 
Troops of all tongues and nations muster-;. 
AlTd'so the harp of Ireland brings 
"Whole crowds about its brazep strings, 



There is a chain let down from Jove, 
But fasten'd to his throne above, ' 
So strong that from the lower end. 
They say, alt human things depend. 
This chain, as ancient poets hold, 
. When Jove was young, was made of gold, ^ 
Prometheiis once this chain purloin'd, 
Dissolv'd, and into money coin'dj 
Then whips me on a chain of brass :' 
(Venus • was bribed to let it pass.) 

Now while this brazen chain prevail'd, 
Jove saw that all devotion fail'd; 
Xo temple'tohis godship raised j 
No sacrifice at altars blazed ; - 
In shorl^ such dire confusion follow'd,' 
Earth must hare beeft in chaosswallow'd, ' 
Jove stood amaz'd; but looking round. 
With much ado the cheat he fouqd ; 

* A great lad; was taid to have been brtb«d bj Wood. N. ' 
B B 3 *TwtS 
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'Twu plain he could no longer hold 
The world m any chain but gold; 
And to the god of wealth, his brother, 
Sent Mercury to get another. 

Prometheus on a rock is laid, 
Tied with a chain himself had made. 
On icy Caucasus to shiver, 
While vultures eat his growing liven 

III. 
Te pow'rs of Grub-street, make me able 
Discreetly to apply this fable ; 
Say, who is to be understood 
By that old thief Prometheus? Wood. 
For Joye, it is not hard to guess hioi] ' 
I mean his majesty, God bless faiin. 
This thief and blacksmith was so bold, 
He strove to steal that chun of gold, 
Which links the subject to the king, 
And change it for a brazen string. 
But sure, if nothing else must pass 
"tietween the king and us but brass, 
Altbough.the chain will never crack, 
Yet our devotion may grow slack. 

But Jove will soon convert, I hope, 
This brazen chain into a rope; 
With which Prometheus shall be tied^ 
And high in. air for ever' ride; 
Wher^ if we find his liver growa, 
For want of vultuzes, we have crows* 
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ON WOOD THE IRONMONGER. 
1725. 

SaLMONEUS, 4is die Grecian tale in. 
^as a nia4 coppetSf[^iUi of EIra : 
Up, at his forge by AiOfning peep, 
No cmUire in Uie IwofC could a\t6p; 
Among a crew of roistering fello\v-s 
'Would sit whole evenicij^s at the alehouse : 
His wife and chiUien Arant«l bread, 
^hile he went always drunk jto btsd. - 
Ttits vapouring scab must needs devise 
To ^pe the tbtmder of the sk'iH : 
^With brass two fiery steeds he shod 
^o make a flattering as they trod. 
Of polish 'd brass his flaming car 
Like lightpipg dazzled from afar; 
^nd up he mofints into the box, 
And he must thunder, with a po^v 
Then furious he begins his march. 
Drives rat'tling oVr a bfa^en arch , 
'"With squibs and 'Crackers arm'd, to throw 
Among the trembling cro^d below. 
Alt ran io prayers, both priests .i^nd lajty. 
To pacify thif angry d«ir:y : 
When Joye, in pity to the towTt, 
With feal ftli^iidier knock'd him dxnnx. ■ 
Then ly^at a huge delight ^ere all i^. 
To see t^e wicked yarlet spmwiing ; 
They searclf'd his pmtketi on the plaee^ 
And found his copper all was base ; 
They laugh'd at satfh^tfff h^H bluiiderj 
fo Uke tht noise of {ffatf fdt tbatldtf. 

ss4 1 
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The moral of this tale is proper, 
Apply'd to Wood's .ad ul legate Qopptri'. ^ 
Which, as he scattef'fl, ,we like dolts 
Mistook at first for thunderbolts, 
Beforjfi the Drapier shot a-lettVr, 
(Nor Jove himself ctiuld- do it; better) 
Which, lighting ontht impostqr'scrown, 
Like re^l'tbunder knock'd liim dovn. 



WILL 'Pf POD'S PETITION TO THE 
• '' PEpI>Lfe OF IRELAND. 

SBIRC AH EXCELLEKT NEW SONG, SUPPOSED TO BE MASK 

AMD tOKC IN THE STREET* OV DUBLllt, BY WILLIAM WOODj 

UONMOKGEI AlCD HALF-rXHMTMONQEE. l^U. 

My dear Irish folks, 

Come leave off your joke^ 
And buy up my halfpence 50 tine^ 

So fair and so' bright, 

They'll give you delight; 
Observe how they glisten and shine ! 

They'll sell to my grjeft 

As cheap as neckbeef, : 
For counters at cards to your wife: 

And eveigr day - ■ ^ ■ 

Your childreni may. play ' ■■'■ ■ ' • > 
Spanf^rthipg, or tc«s oh the ^ntfe. 



Come hither, and try,; 
111 teach jpii tfi bny .^ .; 



,' A, pat 
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^ pot of good ale for afwthing.: ■ ;'' 
Come ; threepence a acore, - 
I askyoti ho more, ^' 

And a fig for the Drapier and Harding.* 

When tr^esmeo have gold, t. 

The thief will be bold, 
Py day and by ni^ht for tp rob him ; 

My copper is such, 

No robbpn will touch, . 
And sp you may daintily bob him. 

The little blackguard, 
Who gets very bird " " - 

. His halfpence for cleaning your shoes:' , ■ "i 
When bis pockets are craaun'd ■,...■:.*■. 
With mine and be d — 'd. 
He may swear he has nothing to lose, . . .,, 

Here's halfpence in plenty, ■ ■ - 

For one you'll have twenty," ■ 
Oliougb thousands are Qotworth a puddeOt ' * 
- '. :. Yoiir neighbours wilt thinki 

When your poc^^tcj-ies chink, ■ ,- 

Vou are grown plaguy rich, on a sijddeii. 

You win be niy thanlcers, .'.*.. 

I'll make you my bankers, 
^« good as Ben Burton orTadeif 

For nothing shall pass 

But my pretty brass, 
,^nd then you'll be all of a trade. . ■ ■■ • .' T 



* The Dni^tfs priotor " ' F." 
f Two &movii banken. F. 
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I'm a ton of a vhtve 
If I have a word more 

iTo say in this wretched coBditKm. 
If tty eoin will not pass, 
I must die like an ass ; 

And so I conclude my petition. 



A NEW SONG 
OH wood's halfpenci, 

jlE people of Ireland, both country and city, 
Come listen vith patience, and hear out my ditty t 
At tt>i9 timerit choose to be wiser than witty. 
Which nobody can denjr, 

The halfjience are coming, the nation's yndoing, 
There's an end of your ploughing ^nd baking, 

and brewing; 
In |bor^ you must all go to rack and to ruiik 

Which, Ac, 

Both high tnen and low men, and thick men «ii 

tall men. 
And rich men and poor men, and free men and 

thrall men, 
Will.suffer; and this man, and that Qiap, i^nd^all 

men. 

Which, ftc, 

The soldier is ruin'd, poot* man ! 1>y hrs pay'; 
His fivepence will prove but a farthing a day, 
|^>r meat, or.for drmk i or.he must run away. 
Which, 4c. 

f I Wheq 
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When faepullsouthistwopence, the iapstcrnysvot; 
Thftt ten times as much he must pay for his shotj 
And thu$ the pow soldier must soon go ta|>6t. ' 

Which, &C. 
If he goes to the baker, the baker will huff. 
And twentypence have for a twopenny loai; 
Then, dog, n^ue, and rascal, and so kick and ciift 

Which, &(^ 
Again, to the market whenever he goes. 
The butcher and soldier must be mortal foes. 
One cuts off an ear, and the other a nose. 

Which, tec 
The butcher Is stout, and he values no swagger; 
/l cleaver's a match any time for a dagger. 
And a blue sleeve may give such a cuff as aajf 
stagger. 

Which, &c* 

^e beggars themselves will be broke in a trice, 
'^hen thus their poor farthings are sunk in their 

price; 
When pothing is lefl they must live en tlieir lice. 
Which, *a 

The squire po^^e^'d of twelve thousand a year, 
P Lord ; What a mountain his rents.would appearl 
Should he take (hem, he would not have bouse* 
room I fear. 

Which, &C. 

Though at present he lives in a very large hous^ 
There would then not be room in it left for « 

mouse ; 
But the squire's too vhtf be will not take a souse. 
Which, &c. 
The 
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Will be ktck'd oat of. doon, both bimidf and bu 

.-■ .; .' trash. 

. , . . -.; -. ■ .' ■ . Which, &tt 

For, in all tlie Icases'that ever wc hold; 
-We'must pay oor rent in gobd'sdrcr and gold",' ' 
Ahd not ia brass tokens of such a base mould. 

!■. w«ch,ftfr. 

The' wisest of lawyers all swear, they will warrant 
5^0 money.but silver aud gold can be current; 
And; since they will swear it, we all may be sure 
;■■■ ■ ■ ofa^t -■• ■ - ■ ' 

■:■■■■' Whicbj &ft 

And, I think, after all, it would be very strange 
1]o. give current money for base in exchange, 
XJke a fme lad^ swopping her moles for the mange^ 
•' . '' ' ' " Which, 31C 

But read the king's patent, and there you will find, 
Xhatno maaneed take tliem but whahasAftiind, 
fM Q^ich we must say that his Majesty's kind. 
Winch, &G- 

Now God bless the Drapicr who open'd our eyes! 
I'hi sure, 'by his b6ok; that the writer is" wise: 
He shpws us the cheat, from the end to the rise. 
•-■■'■' Which, kc 

fJayy^fartber ii^ sl^owsit.a, very bard case^ 
That this fellow Wood, of k very bat! .race, 
.Should of aU|tl^.6t^e^entry qf,Ir^I^94. ^^^° pN< 

'.";." '." - ; " Wliich, &c. 

->.'■ Th*t 



A «uixoinfc i^im SSI 

That he^sd b)B^h^pellce'should'4;Qtaliejl6.iveigh 

- ' •: :■■ ■. ''ddwu ■ ' ; ■ •* ■-■.....' 

Oursubjects so loyal and true to the crown : 
Butt hope, aftet all, that tboy will be !ii« own. - 
■ ■ WWch, «cc 

This boot:, I do tell you, is writ for your goods. 

And. a..very, good, bpQ(t 'tis against Mr., ^ood.'s; 

If you stand, tru?. together, he's left iu the suds. 

Which &c 

Yeshdpmen.ttiHl fradesmen and farmers, go read i^ 

JkiT I think in my soul at this time that you need it; 

Or e^dj' if'you don't, there'sanendof yourcredit. 

' '•' Which nobody can deny," 



A SERIOUS POEM 

UPON WILLIAM WOOD, 



*^W"HEN foes .are o'ercome we preserve them 

from slaughter 
Tp be 'hewers of Wood, and drawers of water, 
N'ow, although to draw water is not very good, 
Yet we all should rejoice to be hewers of Wood. 
I own, it has often provok'd me to mutter, 
That a rogue so obscure should makesucHacIutter: ' 
tint ftnCTetit phtiosophens wisely remark. 
That o^ rotten Wood will shine in the dark, . 
The Heathens, we read, had gods made of Wood^ '. 
"Who could do them noharm,-if theydidtheul uo" 
' good : 

But 



l3[a,l,zt!dbvGbOglc -^ 



Mt nrirf't rotem ■- 

But this idol Wood mfty do ut great evil: 
Their Gods were of Wood ; but our Wood is tbt 
Devil. 

To cut down fine Wood, is a very bad thing ; 
And yet we all kuow much gold it will bring : 
Hien, if cutting down Wood brings mopey good 

store, 
Our money to keep, let us cut down one more. 

Now bear an old tale. There anciently stood 
(I forget in what church) an image of Wood. 
Concerning this image, there went a prediction. 
It would burn a whole forest; nor was it a ficti6D. 
Twas cut into faggots and put to the flame. 
To burn »n old friar, one Forest by name. 
My tale is a wise ohe, if well understood; 
Find you but the Friar; and I'll find tt;e Wood. 
I hear, among scholars there is a great doubt^ 
From what kind of tree this Wood was hewn out. 
Teague made a good pun by a brogue in his speecli: 
And said, " By my shoul, he's the son of a Bzech." 
Some call him a-thorn, the curse of the nation^ 
As Thorns were design 'd to be from the creation. 
Some think him cut out from the poisonous Yew, 
Beneath whose ill shade no plant ever grew. 
Some say he'i a birch, a thought very odd; . 
For none but a dunce would come under his rod, 
But I'll tell the secret ; and pray do not bUb ; 
He is an old stump, cut out of a Crab ; 
And England has put this Crab to a liard use, 
To cudgel our bones, and for drink give lis 

verjuice ; 
Aod therefore his witnesses justly may boast 
'Put none are more properly knights of the Post, 

I oe'eir 
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,1 Ai'er eottld CBdiire my tateni ttf striotliert 
I told^-jou one tBle, and I'll tell you another.- - - 
A joiner, to fasten a saint in a nitch, 
Bor'd a large auger-hole hi the image's breech. 
But, finding the statue to make no complaint. 
He would ne'er be convlnc'd it.fraa a true saint. 
When the true Wood arrives, as he soon will, no 

doubt, 
(For that's but a aham Wood they carry about ;•) 
What stuff he is made of you quickly may find. 
If you make the same trial and bore him behind, 
ini hold you a groat, when you wimble his bum. 
He'll bellow as loifd as the Devil in a drum. 
From me, X declare, you shall have no denial; ' 
And there can be no harm in making a trial ; - 
And, when to the joy of your hearts he has roar'd. 
You may show him about far a new groaning 
board. 
Hear one story more, and then I will stop. 
I dreamt Wood was told he should die by a drop: 
So metbo\)ght he resolved no liquor to taste, 
Tor fear the first drop might as well be his last. 
Butdreamsar^likeoracles; 'tishardtoexplain'em; 
For itprov'dthathediedofadropatKilmainham.f 
I wak*d with delight ; and not without hope,. 
Very soon to see Wood drop down from a rope. 
How he, and how we, at each other should grin ! 
'Tis kindness to hold a friend up by the chin. 
But softl says the Herald ; I cannot agree; 
For metal on metal is false heraldry. 

• He w« frequently boint Id riBgy. P. 
t' Their {f]K< of ExecutioD. F, 

Why* 
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^1^ ^srari^s jrainsi 

Why, flatm^betnie; yet Wood upon' Wioo^> 
I'll m^ntaio vitb roy life^ is heraldry gob^ 



TO QUILGA, 

i. CbtJNtRT HOUSE OF Dft. ^HEKIDASfi 
IN KO VEST GOOD B£FAIK. 
' ■ 1725. 

.ijET me tliy properties explain: 
A rotten cabin dropping rain : 
Chimoies with scorn rejecting smoke; 
Stools, tables, chairs, and bedsteads brokev ' 
H^re elemeats have lost their uses, 
Air ripens not, nor earth produces; ■ • ' 
In vain we make poor Sheelab • toil, 
Pire will not roast, nor water boil. 
Through all the valleys, hills, and plains^ 
The goddess Want in triumph reigns : 
And her chief officers of state. 
Sloth, Dirtj aod Theft, around her uait. 

'the blessings of a countay life. 175S* 
Far from our debtors ; no Dublin letters } 
' Nor seen by our betters. 

THE PLAGUES OF A COUNTRT tIFE. 

A companion with news ; a great want of shoes ; ' 
Eat lean meat, or choose ; a church without pewst 

» Htfroanie of «a Imb Ktrant. • N 

Oar 
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OH STIALINO A CIMJVN. 38^ 

Our horses astray ; no straw, oats, or hay ; 
December in May; our boys run away; all servants 
at play. 



A PORTRAIT 

FBOM THB LIFB. 

C/OME sit by my side, while this picture I draw: 

In chattering a magpie, in pride a jackdaw; 

A temper the devil himself could not bridle ; 

Impertinent mixture of busy andidle ; 

As rude as a bear, do mule half so crabbed ; 

She swills likeasow, and she breeds like a rabbit: 

A housewife in bed, at table a slattern ; 

For all an example, for no one a pattern. 

Now tell me, friend Thomas, • Ford, f Grattan^ ^ 

and merry Dan,^ 
Has this any likeness to good madam Sheridan ? 



ON STEALING A CROWN WHEN THE 
DEAN WAS ASLEEP. 

BT DB. SHBBISAN. 

OEAR Dean, since you in sleepy wise 
Have op*d your mouth, and clos'd your eyes 
Like ghost, I glide along your floor. 
And softly shut the parlour door : 

• Dr. Tbofc Sheridan. F. + Charlw Ford, of Woodpirk, esq. P. 
X Bev. John Grattan. F. ( Ber. Daniel JackuD. F. 

VOL. XVI. c c For, 
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Fot-, ftliottld I tn-Ak i^ar sfr«et teptwd, 

Since oftentimes it has been f^tM, 

A dream has given ten thousand pound ? 

Then sleep, my ffWnd ; ^ar Dean, sleep on. 

And all yo;u get shall be ^our qwn ; 

Provided yoii 'to this agree, 

That all you te»ebetoig»*» me. 



THE DEAN'S ANSWER 

So<, abdnit tvc1v*e 'tit fti^t, the pcMilk 
Steals frttta Whe dufly "wlreii he's -dnink : 
Nor is "OotftftfltWl tvith & trCat, 
WfthKAil *«f "t»r1 vi»t!i^ t» ch^rt. 
Nor can I the lelisC'^lffti'eBce fi&d, 
But tba^ yt>u 4eft no clftp b«4tind. 
But, jest apart, restore, you capon ye, 
My twelve thiwetSis • frttd sixpence ha'penny. 
To eat my meat, and drink my medlicot, 
Atid tlien to giv<e irtt saeti k deadly ctot — 
But 'tis ofbserv'd, that me* ta gdwns 
Are most inclin'd to plunder crowns. 
Could you but cTiange a crown as easy 
As you can stieal one,'bow;'twouki ple^iijil 
I thought the lady t a* St' Catharine's 
Knew how to set you better patterns j 

• A Bhilling passM for thirteen pence in Ireland. F. 
t lady UoaaKUiuH. N. 



For thik I yHI «6t di»& irith AgtROodUhanv,* 
And for bis victuals let a r«gmaa dUh 'ttn. 



THE STORM : 

uinerva's petitiov, 

Pallas, a goddess chaste and vise, 
Descending lately from the skies, 
To Neptune went, and begg'd in fortfi 
He'd give his orders for a storm ; 
A storm, to drown that rascal Horte, 
And she would kindly thank him for't: 
A wretch! whom English rogues, to spite her, 
Had lately honoured with a mitre. 

The god, who favour'd her request, 
Assur'd her he would do his best: 
But Venus had been there before, 
Pleaded the bishop lov*d a whore, 
And had enlarg'd her empire wide; 
He own'd no deity beside. 
At sea or land, if e'er you found him 
Without a mistress, bang or drown him. 
Since Burnet's death, the bishop's bench, 
Till Horte arriv'd, ne'er kept a wench ; 
If Horte must sink, she grieves to tell it. 
She'll not have left one single prelate ; 
For, to say truth, she did intend him, 
Elect of Cyprus in commendam. 

* Agmondisham Vesey, tsr\., tif Ltican, In tfae Coanty of 

Dublin, comptroller aod socomptint genera) of Irekad, « verj 

worthy gentleman, for wbom the De^n had a great eileem. F. 

CCS And 
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And, since her birth the ocean gave her, . 
She could not doubt her uncle's favour. 
Then Proteus urg'd the same request, 
But half in earnest, half in jest; 
Said he — ** Great sovereign of the main, 
To drown him all attempts are vain. 
Horte can assume more forms than I, 
A rake, a bully, pimp, or spy; 
Can creep or run, or fly or swim ; 
Alt motions are alike to him : 
Turn him adrift, and you shall And 
He knows to sail with every wind ; 
Or, throw him overboard, he'll ride 
As well against as with the tide. 
But, Pallas, you've apply'd too late ; 
For 'tis decreed, by Jove and Fate, 
Tliat Ireland must be soon destroy'd. 
And who but Horte can be employ'd? 
You need not then have been so pert, 
In sending Bolton * to Clonfert. 
I found you did it, by your grinning; 
Your business is to mind your spinning. 
But how you came to interpose 
In making bishops, no one knows ; 
Or who regarded your report ; 
For never were you seen at court 
And if you must have your petition, 
There's Berkeley f in the same condition; 
Look, there he stands, and 'tis but just, 
If one must drown the other must ; 

* AflETwatds Archbuhopof Cashell. F. 
t Dr. George Berkclej, Dein of Deny, and afterward) bidxif 
of Clojrne. F, ' 
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But, if you'll leave Us bishop Judas, 

We'll give you Berkeley for Bermudas. 

Now, if 'twill gratify your spight, 

To put him in a plaguy fright, 

Although 'tis hardly worth the cost, 

You soon shall see him soundly tost. 

You'll find him swear, blaspheme, and dama 

(And every moment take a dram) 

His ghastly visage with an air 

Of reprobation and despair : 

Or else some hiding-hole he seeks. 

For fear the rest should say he squeaks; 

Or, as Fitzpatrick* did before. 

Resolve to perish with his whore ; 

Or else he raves, and roars, and swears, 

And, but for shame, would say his prayers. 

Or, would you see his spirits sink, 

Relaxing downwards in a stink? 

if such a sight as this can please ye. 

Good madam Pallas, pray be easy, 

To Neptune apeak, and he'll consent; 

But he'll come back the knave he went. 

The goddess, who conceiv'd an hope 

That Horte was destin'd to a rope, 

Believ'd it best to condescend 

To spare a foe, to save a friend : 

But, fearing Berkeley might be scar'd, 

She left him virtue for a guard. 

* Brigadier Fitzpatrick was drowned id one of ihe packet-boata 
n the ba7 of Dublin, in a great (torm. P. 
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ODE ON SCIENCE,* 

O, HEAVENLY born ! in deepesi <)elf9 
If Aiirest science ever dwells * 

Beneath the mossy cave ; 
Indulge the verdure of the wood^, 
With azure beauty gild the flood*, 

And flowery carpets lave. 

For, melancholy evw reign* 
Delighted in the sylvan sceocB 

With scieetiSc Ugbtj 
While Di4n, huntress of the vale^ 
Seeks lulling souuetsi and faoauig gale% 

Though wr^pit from moitai sight 

Yet, goddessi yet the way explore 
With magic rites and heathen lore 

Obstructed and depreaa'd : 
Till Wisdom give the sacred Nin^ 
Untaught, not -uninspir'd) to shii).e|. 

By Reason's power redress'd. 

When Solon and Lycurgus taught. 
To moralize the human thought 

Of mad opinion's maze, 
To erring zeal they gave new laws. 
Thy charms, O Liberty, the cauMi 

That blends congenial rays. 

• Tlis is written in the same style, and with tlie same dewgOi 
I his " Love Song io the modeiQ Taite." H. 

Bit! ■ 
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Bid bright Astnea gild ^e mom^ . 
Or bid a hundred SMHS be'b0Fii> 

To hecatemfcthe year ; 
Without thy aidj ii* vain the polies, 
In vain the zodiac system K>ll8, 

In vain the lunar sphere. 

Come, fair^jEtt piripqeqsi «f the thrpOg, 
Bring sweet phJloa,(>pl^y ?long. 

In metaphysic. dTewis ; 
While raptur'd bwtis J}0 iBW^ behflW 
A vernal age pf purer gold, 

In Helicpuian &treajns. 

Drive ThraMom with' malignant hand, 
To curse some otfMp deattn'd land, 

By Folly ted aslrayi 
'leroe bear on 9zi»re wi«g ; 
Energic let h«r soar^ and 6}Dg 

Thy universal sway. • 

So, when Amphioo, b^de thje lyre 
To more mAJ^estic soynd aspire, 

Behold the ipadding throng, 
In wonder a^d oblivion drqvn'dj 
To sculpture turu'd by magic sound, 

And petrifyii^g siopg. 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 
WABfitt 13. l7!l6-7. 

This day, whate'er the Fates decree 
Shall still be k^pt with joy by me : 



This 
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This day then let us not be told. 
That you are sick, and I grown old ; 
Not think on our approaching ills. 
And talk of spectacles and pills; 
To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear such mortifying stuff. 
Yet, since from reason may be brought 
A better and more pleasing thought, 
Which can in spite of all decays, 
Support a few remaining days ; 
From not the gravest of divines 
Accept for once some Bcrious lines. 

Although we now can form no more 
I^ng schemes of life, as heretofore ; 
Yet you, while time is running fast. 
Can look with joy on what is past. 

Were future happiness and pain 
A mere contrivance of the brain ; 
As atheists argue, to entice 
And fit their proselytes for vice ; 
(The only comfort they propose, 
To have companions in their woes) 
Grant this the case ; yet sure 'tis hard 
That virtue, styl'd its own reward, 
And by all sages understood 
To be the chief of human good, 
Should acting die ; nor leave behind 
Some lasting pleasure in the mind. 
Which, by remembrance, will assuage 
Grief, sickness, poverty, and age; 
And strongly shoot a radiant dart 
To shine through life's declining part 

Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
Reflecting on a life well spent P 

Your 
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Your skilful hand employ'd to save 

"Despainag wretches from the grave ; 

And then supporting with your store 

Those whom you dragg'd from death before ? 

So Providence on mortals waits. 

Preserving what it first creates. 

Vuur generous boldness to defend 

An innocent and absent friend ; 

That courage which can make you just 

To merit humbled in the dust ; 

The detestation you express 

For vice in all its glittering dress; 

That patience under torturing pain, 

Where stubborn stoics would complaiu : 

Must these like empty shadows pass, 

Or forms reflected from a glass? 

Or mere chimeras in the mind, 

That fly, and leave, no marks behind ? 

Does not the body thrive and grow 

By food of twenty years ago ? 

And, had it not been still supplied, 

It must a thousand times have died. 

Then who with reason can maintain ' ' 

That no effects of food remain P 

And is not virtue in mankind 

The nutriment that feeds the mind ; 

Upheld by each good action past, 

And still cotinued by the last ? 

Then, who with reason can pretend 

That all effects of virtue end ? 

Believe me, Stella, when you show 
That true contempt for things below, 
Nor prize your life for other ends. 
Than merely to oblige your friends; 

Your 
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Your former actioDS' e-t^ini tluir part 
And join to fortiQi jwur hsarO. 
For Virtue^ io her daUy xa<)c, 
Jjke iaoui, bean a ifoable fao« ; 
Looks back with, joy where slkc basgooe^ 
And therefore goes wi^ eoara^- qo : 
She at your sickly oooch wilt wait, 
And guide you ta a> better state. 

O tben^ whatever Heaven. iMeit^ I' 
Take pity on your pitying &iend» !< 
Nor let your ills affttpt yeur i»fD«H 
To fancy they' caa be u»kiiMt. 
Me, surely me, yowougbt t© spare, 
Who gladly wouM your suflfeHA^ share; 
Or give my qorap of )if« to yoB, 
And think it for beneath y«oF due ; 
You, to whose ca*© so oft I ow« 
That I'm alive t-o tell yon so. 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XIV. 

THE INSCRIPTION. 
Poor floating isle, tost on 1 11 -fortune's warei, 
Ordain'd by ftite to be the bnd of staves ; 
Shall moviDE Ddp» n«v deep Hqficd Uaod i 
Tbou, fix'd of otd^bs now tbRmwiw IwA' 
Although the metaphor be worn sad qUje, 
Betwixt a state, apd vessel under sail ; 
Let me suppose thee for a ship a while, 
Aud thm addresB' tHeotn the aailor'i. sl^o. 



Unhappy ship, tlwu ^rtr-e^ura'd Jo v«itt.j 
hfi deep- agun. 
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New waves ^aM dcive th«Q to the deep. agun> 

Look, 



I/)ok to tbyKlf, luod be no moTQ the «pprt 
Of giddy wmda^ b«t make sooie frteodly pwft. 
Lost are thy ostrsk that u$'d thy poocae tg giijd^ 
Like fajtlnful counsellors, o& eithcx aide; 
Thy mast, which like aovK aged patriot stQCKl 
The single ]>iU»r for hi« Qoiwtry's good, 
To lead thee, as ai, staff directs tbe blind, 
fiehold it cracka by yon rough c«stern wud> 
Yonr cable*, burst, ajid you nvist quickly £q«l 
The waves impetuous enter s-t yqijr keel. 
Thus coramonweaitha receive a, foreign y<Ae> 
When the strong coeds of union once are brakc^. 
Torn by a. sudden tempest is thy sail. 
Expanded to iavite a milder gale. 

As wbfin son^e writer in a public c^use 
His pen^ to save a ainkiog oaxion, draw*, 
While all lA calm, lus arguments pvevaii ; 
The people's voice expands bis pap^ s^il ; 
HU power, discharging ftU her stosmy bags, 
Flutters thQ feeble pamphht into rags. 
The nation scar'd, the author doom'd to death, 
Who fondly put hit trast in p<^alar breath, 

A larger sacrifice in vain you vow ; 
There'a nckt a power above will help you b«v; 
A nation thus, viho oft Heaven's caU seglects. 
In vain from injur'd Heaven relief expects. 

'Twill not avail, when thy strong sides arebroke, 
That thy descent is from the British oak; 
Or, when your name and family you boast^ 
From fleeu triumphant o'er the Gallic co^st^ 
Such was lerne's claim, as jusf as thine, 
Her sons descended from the British line ; 
Her matchless sons, whose valour still remains 
<hi French records for twenty loog^ campaigns ; 

Yet. 
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Yet, from an empress now a captive grown, 
She 9av*d Britannia's rights, and lost her own. 

In ships decay'd no marmer confidesj 
Lur'd by the gilded stem and painted sides: 
Yet at a ball unthinking fools delight 
In the gay trappings of a birthday night : 
They on the gold brocades and satins rav'd, 
And quite forgot their country was enslav'd. 
Dear vessel, still be to thy steerage just, 
Nor change thy course with every sudden gust; 
Like supple patriots of the modern sort, 
Who turn with every gale that blows from court. 

Weary and seasick when in thee confin'd, 
Now for thy safety cares distract my mind ; 
As those who long have stood the storms of stat^ 
Retire, yet still bemoan their country's fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the sarges roar, 
Avoid the rocks on Britain's angry shore. 
They lie, alas! too easy to be found; 
For thee alone they lie the island round. 



TXKSBa OH THB S0ODBIT DBTIHG UP Of 

ST. PATRICK'S WELL, 

NBAB TBINIXr COLLBGB, DUBLIN, 1726. 

DX holy zeal inspir'd, and led by fame. 
To thee, once favourite isle, with joy I came; 
What tinle the Goth, the Vandal, and the Huo, 
Had my own native Italy • o'errun. 

leme, 

* Italy was not properly the native place of St. Patrick, but 
the pkce of hU cducatioa, and where be received his misnoii 
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leme, to the world's remotest parts, 
Renown*d for valour, policy, and arts. 

Hither from Colchos,* with the fleecy ore, 
Jason arriv'd two thousand years before. 
Thee, happy island, Pallas call'd her own. 
When haughty Britain was a land unlu)Own:f 
From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
.The glorious founder of their kingly race: 
Thy martial sons, whom now they dare despise. 
Did once their land subdue and civilize: 
Their dress, their language, and the Scottish 

name, 
Confess. the soil from whence the victors came.;^ 
Well may they boast that ancient bloody which 

runs 
Within their veins, who are thy younger sons, § 
A conquest and a colony from thee, 
The mother-kingdom left her children free; 
From thee no mark of slavery they felt : 
Not so with thee thy base invaders dealt ; 

and bccanae he had his new I»nh tberej hence by poetical li- 
cence, and by scriplore figure, our author calls that conntry bb 
native Italy. Ibish Ed. 

* Orpheus, or the ancient author of the Greek poecn on the 
Argonautic expedition, whoever he be, says, that Jawn, who 
maoned the ship Argon at Tbesialy, sailed to Ireland. Ihish £d. 

t TacituB, in the life of Julius Agricola, layg, that the har> 
boun of Ireland, on account of ibeir commerce, were better 
luiown to the world than those of Britain. Ikish £d, 

t The argument here tarns on, what the author of course took 
for granted, the present Scots being the descendants of Iiish 
emigranta. Ah db a boh. 

j On the authority of Buchanan and his predecesson, the hit- 
torical part of this poem seemi founded, as well as the notes 
■igned Ikish Ed.-, some of wbich, it is mpposcd, vtin written 
py the Dean biiihdl'. AsDE&toa. 

Invited 
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Invited here to veageful Moirough^ aid,* 
Those whom theycoukt not coaquei-, tbey'betnt;'^. 
Britain, by thee w« fell, ungratdTul isle! 
Not by thy Tidour, bat saperior guile : 
Britain, with sbame. confess this land of m<ii8 
First tbttgiA thee human knowledge and ^rrinejt 
My prftlaUs and my studejits, sent from hence, 
Made your sods oonvertfi both to God and aease : 
Not ttk« tfa« pastors of thy raTenow breed, 
Who come tn "fteece the flocks, and not to (col. 

Wretched leme ! vitfa i^at grief 1 «ee 
The fatal changes Time has made in thee ! 
Tbc Christian ritOB I introduc'd ja vain : 
Lo infid«lity ntara'd again t 
Freedom and virtue in thy sons I found, 
Who aav in vice and slareiy are drown'dt 

By faith and prayer, this crosier in my hand, 
I drov« the vetiotn'd serp«nt from thy knd : 
The shepherd in hii bower might steep or sis;,^ 
Nor dread the adder's tooth, ooraeorpMii'AsdQg* 

With 

* in the reiga of Hcnty U, DeraMt NTMorrcMsli, Ndk ^ 
Ixkirter, Mtng depriTPd of hit kingdom ^ Rixjertc O'Coflnn, 
king of Conaaught, be invited the En^A oTer ai ittxiGina, 
add pmniMd Ri<Aard Siroiilglnw, earl df Pembmke, fail dMghiet 
m& bH hts dtimlniuA as & portion. Bjr A&i asthtance, Mlfet- 
yougfa tccoytnA wtt vi u#u, sod StitHigbow liUiMBc ^KM>^MfJ n 
aB L^cter. Iins En. 

fSt Patrick snivcd in Inland ia the yen 43 1, and Mmt^cod 
the converdeo of the nativOj which had been began by Pa1Mi« 
and others. Andi a \nshop NichcAson dtmrm, Ireland moa be- 
came -die IboBtsin oFlenmittg, tb which aH'Ae Western CbHiiiUB. 
as well 33 the English, had recourse, not ixAf For instnictiom in 
the priiid[des of religion, hnt in alifmngtyf literatoic, <e^. kgaii 
gt teMasiiedt en^tmis gfariS. Iins Ed. 

t There &re no suakes, tipcrs, or tobds, hi Irdhnd ) 8od C<a> 

frogs w«re not known here tiB abont the year 1700. Thcnu?- 

, pia 
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Vfith '6tofcti* bft I ^twte ttt vani thytwuta, 
OmtiiH, thti types »F tihy f«ij»Mdti)^ 'C^sifts, 
t sMrt the tnagfiie fVom t** Bt-iti$1i soil. 
With reslfess bedc thy Hoowiiag fVait to spoils 
To din thliWeWS with onharrfttfniotra ClaCfe, 
And haunt thy JitA^ ff&^ls in white and blttck. 
Whftit -else are those thou sCBst hi hnhop's "geov ' 
Who crop the noTseries ©f learanig li«e ; 
Aspiring, greedy, full of sreaselBss ^prtte, 
Devout the dwrch, atid 'chwter to tfee state? 

As you gre«w more ^^eaCTate Mid -bsae, 
I sent you nirlliMis of the CJ-W*mg fftte j 
£mbletn» %f 4nffi!^s Vile, who spread th<eif afttwtt 
Through all thy laffd^ in amitfut, "ftft-, ttwi tewti; 
A nauseous bfood, that fflfe yout w*ate walls. 
And in the chaiwhets of yffu* viceroy CTkwfcl 

See, where that new derotfring X'ermift rsitt, 
Sent in my ft^iger from the 4and of Hatft* 
With hafpy-da»5 ifuuaeVhfiJinjsiih'e^WiWtttl, 
And sudden ^reads a numereias ofl^pt^g tmilMl. 
Th' amphihiOtts tyrtoit, -with hh vavetioua bstitlt 
Draitts lAlthy lakea offish, Of fruiti ttiy lab4 

Where is the holy wdlthat hope ftiy ft«ne? 
Fled to the fomtitttitt ihaok, ftem whehM tt fcsiftc ! 
Fair Freedom's ^mWlem ottce, *lftch aOMiolWy 

floWB, 

And "blessings equally 'on bH bewo**. 

Here, from the ndgWbouriiigWrfrseiy *f Alts,* 

The sttrdents, drinkVAg, rais'd their wk Ubd jiavts; 



pics came a short time before^ and the Norway rab since. 
Itisu Kd. 

* The University ofl^hiblin, callba Trhritjr Odltf|e, ««» Ibimd- 
ed by queen Elizabeth iti1A9l. fxttB^b. 

Here 
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Here, for an age and more, improv'd their vein, 
Their Phcebus I, my spring their Hippocrene. 
Discourag'd youths ! now all their hopes must fail, 
Condemn'd to country cottages and ale; 
To foreign prelates make a slavish court, 
And by their sweat procure a mean support ; 
Or, for the classics, read "Th' Attorney's Guide;" 
Collect excise, or wait upon the tide. 
O t had I been apostle to the Swiss, 
Or hardy. Scot, or any land but this ; 
Combin'd in arms, they had their foes defied, 
And kept their liberty, or bravely died. 
Thou still with tyrants in succession curst. 
The last invaders trampling on the first: 
Nor fondly hope for some reverse of fate. 
Virtue herself would now return too late. 
Not half thy course of misery is run, 
Thy greatest evils yet are scarce begun. 
Soon shall thy sons (the time is just at hand) 
Be all made captives in their native land; 
When, for the use of no Hibernian born, 
Shall rise one blade of grass, one ear of com ; 
When shells and leather shall for money pass, 
Nor thy oppressing lords afford thee brass.* 
But all turn leasers to that mongrel breed.f 
Who, from thee sprung, yet on thy vitals feed; 
Who to yon ravenous isle thy treasures bear, 
, And waste in luxury thy harvest there ; 
For pride and ignorance a proverb grown. 
The jest of wits, and to the court unknown. 

* Wood's prefect in 1724. Ikibh Eo. 
t The abtentees, who apent the iocome of thdr Iiith mUIk, 
places, and petuions. Id Eogland. Ixits Ed'. 

X scorn 
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I scorn thy spurious and degenerate line, 
And from this hour my patronage resign. 



ON READING DR. YOUNG'S SATIRES, 

CAIrLBD THE CHIVBRSAL PAS8I0H. 
1726. 

If there be truth in what you sing. 
Such godlike virtues ia the king ; 
A minister • who fill'd with zeal 
And wisdom for the commonweal; 
If he -f who in the chair presides 
So steadily the senate guides: 
If others, whom you make your theme, 
Are seconds in tlip glorious scheme: 
If every peer, whom you commend, 
' To worth and learning be a friend : 
If this be truth, as you attest, 
What land ivas ever half so blest 1 
No falsehood now among the gre^t, 
And tradesmen now po longer cheat,; 
Now on the'tbench fair Justice djiflW; 
Her scale to neithier side inclines: 
Now Pride and Cruelty arje flown^ 
And Mercy here exalts her throne : 
For such is good exatnple's power, 
It does its office every hour, 
Where governors are good and wis*-; 
Or else the truest maxim lies : 

• Sir Robert Walpole, afterward earl of Orford. H. 
t Sir Spencer CompWn, Ihcn i^ker, aflerward earl of WU- 
mington. H. 

\QL. XV r, DP For 
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For so ve find all ancient sages 
Decree, that, ad exemplum regis. 
Through all the realm his vii tues run, 
Kipening and kindling like the sun. 
If this be true, then how much more 
When you have nam'd at least a score 
Of courtiers, each in their degree, 
If possible, as good as he ! 

Or take it in a different view. 
I ask (if what you say be true) 
If you affirm the present age 
Deserves your satire's keenest rage: 
. If that same universal passion 
; With every vice has fiU'd the natron: 
If virtue dares not venture down 
A single step beneath the crown : 
If clergymen, to show their wit, 
Praise classics more than holy writ : 
If bankrupts, when they arc undone, 
Into the senate hous& can run, 
And sell their votes at such a rate, 
As will retrieve a lost estate: 
If law be such a partial whore. 
To spare the rich, and plague tfte poor: 
If these be of all crimes the worst, 
What land was ever half so curst? 



:,, Google 
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THE DOG AND THIEF. 1726. 

Quoth the thief to the dog, let me into your 
door, 
And I'll give you these delicate bits. 
Quoth the dog, I shall then be more villain thtM 
you're, 
And besides must be out of my wits. 

Your delicate bits will not serve me a meal, 
But my master each day gives me bread ; 

You'll fly, when you get .what you came here to 
steal, 
"And I must be hang'd in your stead. 

The stockjobber thus from 'Change alley goes 
down, 

And tips you the freeman a wink ; 
Let me have but your vote to serve for the town, 

And here is a guinea to drink. 

Says the freeman, your guinea to night would be 
spent ! 

Your offers of bribery cease : 
I'll vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent, 

Or else I may forfeit my lease. ■ 

From London tbey come, silly people to chouscj 
Their lands and their faces unknown: 
' Who'd vote a rogue into the parliament hous^ . 
That would turn a man out of hts own ? 
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ADVICE 

TO THB ORUB-STEEBT VBBSB WBtTBBS. 

17S6. 

I E poets ragged and forlorn^ 

Down from your garrets haste ; 
Ye rhymers dead as soon as bora, 
Not yet consign 'd to paste, 

I know a trick to make you thrive ^ 

O, 'tis a quaint device : 
Your stillborn poems shall revive, 
** And scorn to wrap up spice. 

Get all your varses printed fair, 
Then let them well be dried; 
„ And Curll must have a special care 
To leave the margin wide. 

Lend these to paper-sparing • Pope; 

And when be sits to write, 
No letter with an envelope 

Could give him more delight. 

When Pope has filPd the margins round, 

Why then recal your loan ; 
Sell them, to Curll for fifty pound. 

And swear they ftre your own. 

* llie origjiifil copy of Pope'i celebrated tranalatioD of Ho<in( 
([ireserved in the British Museum) ii almost entirely written oa 
the cbvera of ktten, and sometimei between the Hues of ilic let- 
tan Ibaawlini. H. 
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TO A LADY, 

WHO DESIRED THE AUTHOK TO WRITK 80UI 

TBB8ES UPON H6R IH THS 

HEROIC STTLS. 

After venting all my spite, 
Tell me, what have I to write ? 
Every enror I could find 
Through the mazes of your mind, 
Have my busy Muse employ'd, 
Till the company was cloy'd. 
Are you positive and fretful. 
Heedless, ignorant, forgetful? 
Those, and twenty ferities more, 
I have often told before. 

Hearken what my lady says : 
Have I nothine then to praise ? 
lit it fits you to be witty, 
Wliere a fault should move your pity. 
If you think me too conceited^ 
Or to passion quickly heated; 
If my wandering head be less 
Set on reading than on dress ; 
If I always seem too dull t' ye ; 
I can solve the diffi — culty. 

You would teach me to be wise : 
Truth and hanour how to prize ; 
H(iw to shine in conversation, 
And with credit fill my station; 
How to relish notions high ; 
How to live> and how to die. 

D D 3 Ba< 
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But it was decreed by Fate — 
Mr. Dean, you come too late. 
Welt I know, j'ou cjin discern, 
I am now too old to learn : 
Follies, from my youth instJIl'd, 
Have my soul entirely fiU'd ; 
In my head and heart they centre, 
Nor will let your lessons enter. 

Bied a fondling and an heiress; 
Drest like any lady mayoress : 
Cocker'd by the servants round, 
Was too good to touch the ground ; 
Thought the life of every lady 
Should be one continued ptayday — 
Balls, and masquerades, and shows, 
Visits, plays, and powder'd beaux. 

Thus .you have my case at large, 
And may now perform your charge. 
Those materials I have furnish'd, 
Wlien by you refin'd and burnish'd, 
Must, that all the world may know 'em, 
Be reduc'd into a poem. 

But, I beg, suspend a while 
Tliat same paltry, burlesque style; 
Drop for once your constant rule, 
Turning all to ridicule ; 
Teaching others how to ape you ; 
Court nor parliament can 'scape you; 
Treat the public and your friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Sing my praise in strain sublime : 
Treat me not with doggrel rhyme. 
'Tis but just, you should produce. 
With each fault, each fault's excuae ; 



Not 
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Not to publish every trifle, 

And my few perfections stifle. 

With some gifts at least endow me, 

Which my very foes allow me. 

Am I spiteful, proud, unjust? 

Did I ever break my trust? 

Which of all our modern dames 

Censures less, or less defames F 

In good manners am I faulty ? 

Can you call me rude or haughty ? 

Did I e'er my mite withhold 

From the impotent and old? 

When did ever I omit 

Due regard for men of wit ? 

When have I esteem express'd 

For a coxcomb gaily dress'd ? 

Do I, like the female tribci 

Think it wit to fleer and gibe? 

Who with less designing ends 

Kindlier entertains her friends; 

With good words and countenance sprightly, 

Strives to treat them more politely r* 

Think not cards my chief diversion! 
Tis a wi'ong, unjust aspersion : 
Never knew I any good in 'em, 
But tc dose my head like laudanum. 
We, by play, as men, by drinking, 
Pass our nights, to drive out thinking. 
From my ailments give me leisure, 
I shall read and think with pleasure ; 
Conversation learn to relish, 
And with books my mind embellish. 

* la iQiiK editions, this couplet U waoting. N. 

D D 4 Now, 
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Now, methinks, I hear you ciy, 
Mr. Dean, you must reply. 

Madani, I allow 'tis true: 
AH these praiaea are your due. 
You, like aome acute philosopher, 
Every fault have drawn a glos? over; 
Placing in the strongest light 
All your virtue to my sight. 

Though you lead a blameless life. 
Are an humble prudent wife. 
Answer all domestic ends : 
What is this to us your friends? 
Though your children by a nod 
Stand in awe without a rod ; 
Though, by your obliging sway, 
Servants love you, and obey ; 
Though you treat us with a smile; 
Clear your looks, and smooth your style ; 
Load our plates from every dish; 
This is not the thing we wish. 
Colonel **••* may be your debtor; 
We expect employment better. 
You must learn, if you would gain us. 
With good sense to entertain us. 

Scholars, when good sense describing. 
Call it tasting and imbibing : 
Metaphoric meat and drink 
Is to understand and think : 
We may carve foj- others thus ; 
And let others carve for us; 
To discourse, and to attend, 
Is, to help yourself, -and friend. 
Conversation U but carving ; 
Carve for all, yourself is starving: 

Give 
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Give no more to every guest, 
Than he's able to digest ; 
Give him always of the prime; 
Aud but little at a time. 
Carve to all but just enough : 
Let them neither starve nor stuff: 
And, that you may have your due, 
Let your neighbours carve for you, 
[Tills comparison will hold. 
Could it well iu rhyme be told. 
How conversing, listening, thinking, 
Justly may resemUe drinl^iog; 
For a friend a glass you £11, 
What is this but to instil ?*j 

To conclude this long essay ; 
Pardon if I disobey ; 
Nor against my natural vein. 
Treat you in heroic strain. 
I, as all the parish knows, 
Hardly can be grave in prose; 
Still to lasli, and lashing smile, 
111 befits a k>fty style. 
From the planet of my birth 
I encounter vice with mirth. 
Wicked ministers of state 
I can easier scorn than hate ; 
And I find it answers right : 
Scorn torments them more than spit& 
All the vices of a court 
Do but serve to make me sport. 
[Were I in some foreign realm, 
Which all vices overwhelm ; 

* TbC'C^a Viaes are wanting ia some e£t«»i, N.. 

Should 
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Should a monkey wear a crown, 
Must I tremble at his frown ? 
Could I not, through all his ermine, 
'Spy the strutting chattering vermin ; 
Safely writea smart lampoon, 
To expose the brisk baboon?*] 

When my muse officious ventures 
On the nation's representers : 
Teaching by what golden rules 
Into knaves they turn their fools : 
How the helm is rul'd by Walpole, 
At whose oars, like slaves, they all pull ; 
Let the vessel split on shelves ; 

With the freight enrich themselves : 
Safe within my little wherry, 
All their madness makes me-merry ; 
Like the watermen of Thames, 

I row by, and call them names; 
Like the ever-laughing sage. 

In a jest X spend my rage : 

(Though it must be understood, 

I would hang them if I could) 

If lean but fill my niche, 

I attempt no higher pitch; 

Leave to d'Anvers and his mate 

Maxims wise to rule the state. 

Pulteney deep, accomplish'd St. Johns, 

Scourge the villains with a vengeance : 

Let me, though the smell be nmsonfe, . 

Strip their bums ; let Caleb "f" hoise *em ; 

* These eight lines are also wantJDg in some editions, N. 

f Caleb d'^vers was the name assumed by Amhorst, the os- 
tensible writer of the Craftsman. This unfartanate man was 
neglected by his noble patrons^ and died k want and obscurity. 
Akdkxsom. 

Then 
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Then apply Alecto's whip, 

Till they wriggle, howl, and skip. 

Deuce is in you, Mr. Dean : 
What can all this passion mean ; 
Mention courts ! you'll ne'er be quiet 
On corruption's running riot 
End as it befits your station : 
Come to use and application : 
Nor with senates keep a fuss. 
I submit ; and answer thus : 

If the machinations brewing, 
To complete the public ruin, 
Never once could have the power 
To aflFect me half an hour; 
Sooner would 1 write in buskins. 
Mournful elegies on Blueskins.* 
If 1 laugh at whig and tory-; 
I conclude h fortiori. 
All your eloquence will scarce 
Drive me from my favourite farce. 
This I must insist on : for, as 
It is well observ'd by Horace, f 
Ridicule has greater power 
To reform the world than sour. 
Horses thus, let jockies judge else, 
Switches better guide than cudgels.' 
Bastings heavy, dry, obtuse, 
Only dulness can produce ; 
While a little gentle jerking 
. Sets the spirits all aworking. 

* The famous thief, who, vhile on hii trial at the CAi Bailey, 

iiaLhcd Jonathan Wild., H. 
I " BiilicHlum acri, Sfc," H. 

Thus, 
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Thus, I find it by experiment. 
Scolding moves you less than merriment. 
I may storm and rage in vain ; 
It but stupifiea your brain. 
But with raillery to nettle. 
Sets your thoughts upon their mettle ; 
Gives imagination scope; 
Never lets your mind elope ; 
Drives out brangltog and contention. 
Brings in reason and invention. 
For your sake, as well as mine, 
I the lofty style decline. 
I should make a figure scurvy. 
And your head turn topsyturvy.* 

I, who love to have a fling 
Both at senatehouse and king : 
That they^ might some better way tread, 
To avoid the public hatred ; 
Thought no method more commodious. 
Than to show their vices odious; 
Which I chose to make appear. 
Not by anger, but by sneer. 
As my method of reforming. 
Is by laughing, not by storming, 
(For my frieuds have always thought 
Tenderness my greatest fault) 
Would you have me change my style ? 
On your faults no longer smile; 
-But, to patch up all our quarrels, 
Quote you texts from Plutarch's Morals : 
Or from Solomon produce 
Maxims teaching Wisdom's use? 

* Tbia couplet u wantiog in some ediiippi. N. 

If 
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If I treat you like a crown'd head, 
You have cheap enough compounded ; 
Can you put id higher claims^ 
Than the owners of St. James ? 
You are not so great a grievance, 
As the hirelings of St. Stephen's. 
You are of a lower class 
Than my friend sir Robert Brass. 
None of these have mercy found : 
1 have laugh'd, and lash'd them round. 

Have you seen a rocket fly ? 
You would swear it pierc'd the sky: 
It but reach'd the middle air, 
Bursting into pieces there ; 
Thousand sparkles falling down 
Light on many a coxcomb's crown. 
See what mirth the sport creates ! 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus, should I attempt to climb, 
Treat you in a style sublime, 
Such a rocket is my Muse : 
Should I lofty numbers choose, 
Ere I reach'd Parnassus' top, 
I should burst, and bursting drop; 
AU my fire would fall in scraps. 
Give your head some gentle raps ; 
Only make it smart a while; 
Then could I forbear to smile, 
When I found the tingling pain 
Entering warm your frigid brain ; 
Make you able upon sight 
To decide of wrong and right ; 
Talk with sense whate'er you please on; 
Learn to relish truth and reason ! 

Thus 
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Thus "we both shall gain out prize : 
I to laugh, and you grow wise. 



A YOUNG LADY'S COMPLAINT, 

FOR THS STAT OF THB DEAN Ilf ENGLAVD. 

Blow, ye zephyrs, gentle gales j 
Gently fill the swelling sails. 
Neptune, with thy trident long. 
Trident three fork'd, trident strong : 
And ye Nereids fair and gay. 
Fairer than the rose in May, 
Nereids living in deep caves, 
Gently wash'd with gentle waves ; 
Nereids, Neptune, lull asleep 
Ruffling storms, and ruffled deep; 
All around, in pompous state, 
On this richer Argo wait : 
Argo, hring my golden fleece, 
Argo, bring hiin to his Greece. * 

Will Cadenus longer stay ? 
Come, Cadenus, come away ; 
Come with all the haste of love, 
Come unto thy turtle dove. 
The ripen'd cherry on the tree 
Hangs, and only hangs for thee, 
Luscious peaches, mellow pears, 
Ceres with her yellow ears, 
And the grape, both red and white, 
Grape inspiring just delight; 
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AU are ripe and courting sue, 

To be pluck'd and press'd by you. j 

Pinks have lost tbeir blooming red, 

Mourning hang their drooping head, 

Every flower languid seems, 

Wants the colour of thy beams, 

Beams of wondrous force and power, 

Beams reviving every flower. 

Come, Cadenus, bless once more» 

Bless again thy native shore. 

Bless again this drooping isle, 

Malce its weeping beauties smile, 

Beauties that thine absence mourn, 

Beauties wishing tby return : 

Come, Cadenus, come with haste, 

Come before the winter's blast; 

Swifter than the lightning fly. 

Or I, like, Vanessa, die. 



A LETTER TO 1HE DEAN, 

WHRK IH ENGLAND. 1736. 

BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

X OU will excuse me, I suppose, 
For sending rhyme instead of prose, 
Because hot weather makes me lazy, 
To write in metre is more easy. 

While you are trudging London town, 
I'm strolling Dublin up and down; 
While you converse with lords and dukes, 
X have their betters here, my books: 

FiJt'd 
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Fix'd in an elbow-chair at ease, 
I choose companions as I please. 
I'd rather have one sinjgle shelf 
Than all my friends, except yourself; 
For, after all that can be said, 
Our best acquaintance are the dead. 
While you're in raptures with Faustina;* 
I'm charm'd at home with your Sheelina. 
While you are starving there in state, 
I'm cramming here with butchers' meat. 
You say, when with those lords yon dine, 
They treat you with the best of witie, 
Burgundy, Cyprus, and Tokay ; 
Why so can we, as well as they. 
No reason then, my dear good Deau, 
But you should travel home again. 
What though you mayn't in Ireland hope 
To find such folk as Gay and Pope ; 
If you with rhymers here would share 
But half the wit that you can spare, 
I'd lay twelve eggs, that in twelve days, . 
You'd make a dexca of Popes and Gays. - 

Our weather's good, our sky is clear ; 
We've every joy, if you were here; 
So lofty and so bright a sky 
Was never seen by Ireland's eye ! 
1 think it fit to let you know. 
This week I shall to Quiica go ; 
To see M'Faden's horny brothers 
First suck, and after bull dieir mothers; 
To see, alas ! my wither'd trees ! 
To see what all the country sees ! 

* ftiKDorn FauiUwj a famou* It^ati singer, 

■ Mj 
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My stunted quicks, my faniish'd beeves. 

My servants such a pack of thieves; 

My shatter'd firs* my blasted oaks, 

My house in common to all folks, 

No cabbiige for a single snail, 

My turnips, carrots, parsnips, fail; 

My no green peas, my few green sprouts; ■ 

My mother alw3y6 in the pouts ; 

My horses rid, or gone astray ; 

My fiiih all stol'n or run away ; ' 

My mutton lean, my pullets old, 

My poultry starv'd, the corn all sold. 

A man come now from Quilca says, 

" They've* stoi'n the locks from all your keys;" 

But, what must fret and vex me more, 

He says, " They stole the keys before. 

" They've stoi'n the knives from all the forks ; 

" And half the cows f^rom half the sturks." 

Nay more, the fellow sw'ears and vows, 

" They've stoi'n the Sturks tVom half the cows:" 

With many more iiecoiints of woe. 

Yet, though the devil be there, I'll go i 

•Twist you and me, thd reason's clearj 

Because I've more vexfition here. 

* They is the grand thief of the county of Cavan ; for what- 
ever is stolen, if yoa ii)(]iiire of a strvanl about it, t>ie answer is, 
" They have stolen it-.", : 
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BOHACB, BOOK I. ODB XVI. 

■; ;-: ■; ,- ;.; ^ ., .\,:'' 3- .'..•.:.,■ :' .KlllT 

Great «r;thitt HiibusttOTeamp'^! '■' ' 

Whose verses far'his rays oufshioe. ' '' ' ' 
Look down upop your quondam jo^ ; .:- 

O! let me fieVer write again,' -i ;/ 

If e'er I disoblige you, Deani ' " 
ShouWyoii»«Dpii«»ii>(iiilib*'. " ' *' ''"* 

■ .• ; ■: ; v, „■, ,„ , :,.. ■,-.■.!. .iA 

Take those ianjbicHa \?hich I wrote, .^, ,^.^ 
When aflgec made me gipingjlie;,. . ,, !,■ jc„a 
And give thera to joui.cook, „,„' [ „„| ,i 
To singe Vour fowl,: or aavegrour pasjjj m, / 
The next time when.yon h^ve afe^st ; 

Theyit save ypa mapy abbofc* ' '-"' ' ^'"■'' 

■' "^ ...'.■■ , ■.;n oj ?t .ii'i^ oT 

To burn theijn, you .we not fxutvtila tnh -A 
I give you tbea njy^rf^ «OB«fiOl»f li'^.' l:.-.;. o?. 

To sink thBlI)jlviJl«hwb91ir*w bin ,!i mVf 
If not, they'll serve tq!l«t,9ffiJ(te;kfc,.3q ailT 
To roll on pipes, and twist in locks ; 

So give them to^yaiMF b ar bw 

Or, when you ne^t.yomr ^ysic ttke» 
I musfeotreat yoiithen fo-ttlklrtt'-^ 

A proper applipationj ^g^.5 y^', fsipT 
'Tis what'J'ye done myself belofe,' ■ , '' ,' j 
With Dau'iBne'tiioughts,' W m^jfrio*^ ;' , 

Who gave me provocation.""' "■' "','" 'i ' " T 
What cannot mighty anggrdgj 
Jfjnakes the weak the stjojg pursue, 

A gooic 



A goose attack a swan ; 
It makes a woman, tooth arid nail, 
H«r husband's haAfe^^D^ikise aeiiil. 

While he's no longer man.^ 
Though some, we find, are more discreet, 
Before the world; j^rewflpdVQHiiswfiqtf^ ^ ? -- ^) 

And'let their Busbatim'hector: ' ./ . .' .'t' 
But, when tWe World's as|eep,tti'ey^wak^^^ j 
That is the'tiiiiVtlieyclliooae to speak': ' j "i r: 

Witness the cuftauilectureJ" ! ' ," ,/ _, 

Such was the case ¥itb^?a,;l.ft64*-:fi.v.'.:,; 
All day you could conceal your inind ; _ ^ 

But when'St; Patrick 9 chitrie^ ' ' '*' '- - \ 
Awak'd your Musis i^my midnight chTit,'"'"' 
When I engag'd'for better for wi^se) 

You ffColSed Vith 'ybuf rhymes.' - " ■^'- ' '^^- - 
Have doliiJe ! haye dotae ! I qut|: the fi«^ , 
To you, as to my wife, I yield : 

As she lnHr8t^^t*«At 'fh« brtitKlvs i 
So sfaaiff you w%'&t-(he tehfel.crovu, 
Win it, and woaf it; ^is y^Hir oWnj 

The poati^ifyndim. ; 



BEe'S^'BIBTlipA^. Nov. 8, 17S6. 

A HIS day, dear Sec, is tliy nativity ; 
Had fsjtft-^J^V^if r one, she'd give it ye . 
She chose 3; tfaread of grencest length, 
And doa^ly twisted it for strength ; ' 
•Mri.DiDgley. N. 

■"' " X E s -Nor 
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Nor will be able with her shears 
To cut it off these forty years. 
Then who says care will kill a cat? 
Rebecca shows they're out in that. 
For she, though overrun with care, 
Continues healthy, fat, and fair. 

As, if the gout should seize the head, 
Doctors pronounce the patient dead ; 
But," if ttiey can, by all their arts, 
Eject it to tU' extremest parts, 
They give the sick man joy, and praise 
The gout that will prolong his days. 
Rebecca thus I gladly greet : 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet : 
For, though philosophers maintain ■ 
The limbs are guided by the brain, 
Quite contrary Rebecca's led. 
Her .hands and feet conduct her head, 
By arbitrary power convey her, 
She ne'er considers why, or where: 
Her hands maymeddle, feet may wander. 
Her head is btit a mere by-stander: 
And all her bustling but supplies * , ■ ■ • 
The part of wholesome exercise. 
Tims nature has rCsolv'd to pay her 
The cat's nine lives, and eke the care. 

Long may she live, and "help her friends' 
Whene'er it suits her private ends; 
Domestic business never mirid 
Till coffee has her stomach lin'd ; 
But, when her breakfast gives her courage. 
Then think on Stella's chicken-porridge ; 

I meiB 



OS THE COLLA.R OF TIGEB. *S 

I mean when Tiger* has been serv'd, 
Or else poor Stella may be starv'd. 

May Bee have many an evening nap, 
With Tiger slabbering in hfer lapj ■ 
But always take a special care 
She does not overset the chair ; 
Still be she curious, never hearken. 
To any speech but Tiger's barking ! 

And when she's in another scene, 
Stella long dead, but fiist the Dean, 
May fortune and her coffee get her ^ 
Companions that will please her better \ 
Whole afternoons will sit beside her, 
Nor for neglects or blunders ghjdu her, 
A goodly set as can be found 
Of hearty gossips pj-atjng round ; 
Fresh from a w?di!ing or a christening, 
To teach her ears the art of listening, 
And please lier more to hear therp tattle. 
Than the dean gtorm, or Stella rattle. 

Late be her death, one gentle nod 
When Hermes, waiting with his rod. 
Shall to Elysian fields invite her, 
Where there shall be no caves to fright her ! 



ON THE COLLAR OF TIGEIt, 

MRS. DINGTV^S LAPDOQ. 

X RAY steal me not; Vm Mrs. Dingley's, 
Whose heart in this four-footed thing lies. 

• Mrs. Dingley's favoimie lap dog. N. 
'■' be3 api grams 
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sevbeaI" 6^ ¥b¥H VhIttek in 17S6. 

■^.-' 'i.-o'SJLi/iVJtwWiApA^'iinr.l 

We fly from luxury and wealth, 
To hardships in^imrsuit of health ; 
l^rom ffeneroHS wines aod costly fare. 
And doztng in ad easy cnair ; 
'Pursue th&god^es^ Health in Vaiii^^ 1 
To find her in acftiintry^scwe, ■ ;-, 
And evBryvberciher footfltqpS'itra^ei I 
And see her marksin eVeryfase^ j 
And still her favourites we meet, 
Crowding thrroads with naked feet. 
But, oh ! so faintly we pursue, 
We%ie'ercan'havc-lier'-fall ittview. 



II. ' AT AN INIT IN BKOLA.ND. 

J. HE glass, by lovers' nonsen8i_bluiT'd, 
Dims and obsQures ojir sight :' 

So when our passions Imvc has airr'd, 
It darkens Reason's light. ' 



III. e« 
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[II. ,P.|I J^yriVpOV AT THEiFODR CROSSES IK 
4^8 WAfLINO STakfiV AOAD, 

rOOI^'to'^tiqi-four Crosses jit your door. 
Put up your Wife, sbe's cbossbb th^i^ all four. 

IV.., ,A,NPTHe'b, . AT CHESTER. ,_ 

1 HE «harob tau^^ ckrgy liej^ no 4olbt, 

Are very'^fear'tlcin'p <•< <■•'■ - - .. -.1' 

£etb^#eft^i^i^ateti are vkhoiit ;■ S ■ . 

Arid'^Mptyboth wttfain. : ; a 



My landlord is civil. 

But deaf as the d— I: 

Your poCltets grow empty 
„ ., Wi_th notlijiiff^tp tempt y^e : 
' xKe wirie is so sour, 
,.,,;, .'Tjfi^l.giye y9u,a8Cour.;t., r-; l** 

Tho.b^er ^nd. the *le „ ■- 

^..,, Are ,9iii^gl^d with stale.^ . ■; v^ 

The v,ea},J3,such c^rripn,, , _," 

A dog wbuid be weary on". 

AH this I have felt, 

For I live on a smelt 

E E 4 VI. 
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VI. ANOTUEll AT CHESTER. 

1 HE walls of tills town 

Are full of renown, 
And strangers delight to walk rounU 'em : 

But as for the dwellers. 

Both buyers and sellers, ■ • . 
For me, you may hang 'em, or'drown 'em. 



VII. ANOTHER, AT HOLYHEAD. * 

O NEPTUNE ! Neptune! must I still 

Be here detain'd against my will r 

Is this your justice, when I'm come 

Above two hundred miles from home ; 

O'er mountains steep, o'er dusty plains, 

Half chok'd with dust, half drowa'd with rains; 

Only your Godship to implore. 

To let me kiss "your other shore? 

A boo^ so small ! but I may weep, 

While you're like Baal, fast asleep. 



VIII. ANOTHEH, WRITTEN UPON A WINDOW 
WHERE THEBK WAS NO WBITING BEFOBE. 

1 HANKS to my stars, I once can see 
A window here from scribbling free 1 

* Th(f,e verses are ei:tied J — K— j but writteoj "as it u pr©- 
cumcdj ia Dr. Swift's hand. D. S. 

Here 
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Here no conceited coxcombs pass, 
To scratch their paltry drahs on glass; 
Nor party-fool is calling names, 
Or dealing crowns to George and James, 



:x. ON SEEING Verses wbitten upon windows 

AT INNS. 

The sage, who said he should be proud 

Of V'indows in his breast, 
Because he ne'er a.thought allow'd 

That iniglit not be confest; 
His window scrawl'd by every rake. 

His breast again would cover; 
And fairly bid the Devil take 

The diamond and the lover. 



X. -ANOTHER. 

By Satan taught, all conjurers know 
, Your mistress in a glass to show, 

And you can do as much : 
In this the Devil and you agree: 
None e'er made verses worse than he. 
And thine I swear are such. 



XI. ASOTHEB. 
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XI^ JkHOTHalt. 



ThATIovc is the Devil, I'll prov.e wheii reqair'd; 

Those rhymers abundantly show it: 
They streat that they all by Idve are ibspir'd, 

And^e Devil's a damnable poet. 



TO JANUS/ ON NEW^YEARiS DAY. 
XW-0*fecy JwiMs, go^^^f Time ! 

BlU'v . : -^-Birnig our .dame a n^w-y ear's gift ; 

,3n./I '.:ii % -i gfieh«9 got Ixit half a face j 
s«jj ■'" '-Jaotig/since thou'hast a brace^ -^ 
.b-d '' 1 .- -T '^fa^yoMy oiice l>e kind* _ ^_j 

9^,r« •* .r .: ..S^vfp.h^X Mf'tl^ facft^hind., . , 
.m.-.a;7,vii^-;, -.~-je«i'Jo£(Time, if you be wise, ■ .» 
toonr: Ji:''"?l,oCrktfotw4th your future eyes; * 
ti"' '.''it' I^J^St disports thy forward s(ght ? '^^ 
J. ii^i>;ivi !^*S M^;Xi»" 9^1'J *08^ '^ 'l'*'f^', - \^ 
C^t3rj^rtAke4elight in vie.wi|^,. ..^-i 
This poor Ide's * approaching rui», 
Vf^en'th>y retrospection vast . ^^^ 
Sew'^thc-gloribus ages. past. ■ i" A. 
.,.,.. -.; Happy nation, . were we blinds. , ..^» 
,-n> ■■ - - -Or bad. only eyes behiod \ ■ . ■ o <* 



Drown 



A FAStOKAL TFIAXOOUB. -4t7 

Drowrt your mor4U,-«i»lftm trin, 
I'll have none but forward ey«8 ; 
Prudes decay'd aboubmay tack. 
Strain thtir necks with leotuBg back. 
Give me Time when eomingon; ■ ■: ^ 
Who regards him when.he's^oef : 
- By the Dean though gravely tfiid,, -. 
Newy^Fs help to make jne olci;,.:.':. 
Yet I find a new year's lace . 
Burnishes an old year's face i 
Give me Vihet and quadrille, 
I'll have youth and beauty still. 



A pASTOftAL,DUJtaGp& 

WHITTBN A^tt THB NBWB Or TIU KlKO'SiMUiW. • 

RiCHHoMO LosQB U a hooie witb a iraalt,[vi'k fct^ongiiv^ ^ 
Crown, It was uiuaTly granted by the Crowir for r Ufa vt 
years. The dake DFOrmond waatte last ftho'dad it. AAtt 
his exile, it was-gl*«u to thePrince-^f Watei-by tbe^Kinf. 
The Princerand rtiijfqtt nsRnlly {MH^pd Utcir fiM»Dcr:tiiere. 
It is witUin a mile of Ricfanipnd. ^^ 

Mabslb fliLLii a boasebuiU by Mrs. Hcrinird; ^enof tbbtd* 
chaaiber, afterward couniess of BuflmlV,' hniTi^f^jm of tbc it(dt 
to tbe Quera. It it (Mi the Middlevx lutcj- itear Twicftetihain. 
where Mr. Pope li«ad> and obvut two «^ea ^m Ki'haMad 
Lodge. Mf Pope was the V)Wl^V«r^tbi: 9K4ns*k>rAH(iT- 
bert tbe architect, the Dean of St, Patrick's cfeief butlar, and 
keeper of the Ice-hoUKc. Upon I^ng Geok^^i death, these 
two bouses met, aad bad the ftdloWiag dialoguA. 

N Spite of Pope, in spite of Qvf^ 
And ailthat heor they .can*!^';,: 

'GcQTjeil. wbodkod afttr a (bortiiekBe^tbjrVatiBsa-tteloii, 
atOsnaburg, inbit way to tfaoarM-, JiM'H', 1^17.— Ttwipoem 
was carried to court, an4 ifad to King Qloige JL Aod .^oean 
..CaroUne. M. 

Sing 
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88 , SWIFTS POEM*. 

Sing on I mutit, and sJng I will 

Of Richmond Lodge and Marble IIi!I- 

Last Friday iiight, as neighbours use, 
This couple met to talk of news : 
For, by old prbverbs it appears, 
That \ralls have tongues, and hedges ears. 

SIAHBLE HILL. 

Quoth Marble Hill, fight well I ween, 
Your mistress now is grown a queen : 
You'll find it_soon by woeful proof; 
She'll come no 'more beneath your roof. 

RICHMOND LODGE. - 

• The kingly prophet ■well evinces, 

ThatM'e should put no trust in princes ; 

.My royal. master promis'd me . 
, ^;To .raise me to a high degree ; 
, But now he's grown a king, God wot, 

I fear I shall be soon forgot. 

You see, when folks have got their ends, 
. How quickly they neglect their friends i 

Yet I. may say, 'twixt me and you, 

Pray God, they now may find as true ! 

UARBL£ HILL. 

My house was built but for a show, , 
My lady's empty pockets know; 
. And now' she 'will not have a shilling, 
To raise the stairs, or build the ceiling ; 
For alt the courtly madams round r 

Koyr pay fout ihillings in the pound; 



'Tis 
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 4t9i 

'Tis come to what I always thonglltt r- : ; 

My dame is htirdly worth a grbaL 

Had you and I been courtiers born, 

We should not thus have lain forlorn : , ■ . 

For those we dextrous courtiers call, ; 

Can-rise upon their masters' fall. 

But we, unlucky and unwjse, 

Must fall because our masters rise. ■ ^ ; 

RICHMOND LODGE. 

My master, scarce a fortnight since. 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince; 
But now it will be no such thing, ' 

For he'll be poor as any king : 
And by his crown will tiothing get, - " 

iBut like a kiug to run in debt. 

MARBLE HILL. 

No more the Dean, that grave divine, 
Shall keep the key of my no — wine; 
My ice house rob, as heretofore, 
And steal my artichokes no more ; 
Poor Patty Blount no more be seen ., T 
Bedraggled in my walks so green : . .' . ■ 

Plump Johnny Gay will now elope : ' ■ 
And here no more will dangle Pope., 

RICHMOND tODGK, 

Here wont the Dean, when he's to seek, 
To spunge a hreakfiist once a week ; 
To cry the bread was stale, and mutter 
Coniplaints against the royal butter. 
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But now I Asp it vnW bo «aid, 
No butter stida -upon bis breadi. 
We soon slnH find him fuU of splMn. 
For wanfof tattHAgto tlie^fueta; ' 

Stunning her royal ears with't^kiag-; 
His reverence and h«r Mghaefts^walkiBif: 
While lady Charlotte,* like a stroller, 
Sita mountad- on- the gandea-roUWi 
A goodly sight to see her ride 
With ancient Mirniont f at her aide. 
In velvet cap bis head lies warm ; 
His hat for show beneath his arm. . 

XARBLE HI IX. 

Some Sondi-Sea broker from the city 
Will purchase me; the more's the pity; 
Lay all my fine pkntatioos waste, 
To fit them to his vu%ar taste; 
Changed for the' woisb in every part, 
My master ^ope will break his heart. ' 



: if A 



RICHllCND LODGS. 

In my own Thecmes^ay I beidmwnded. 
If e'er 1 stoop beaiqath a-crpwo'd hea^^ •;-, j 
Except her majesty prevails - ; ; ^ _ " j ■: ;.,3 
To place me with the prince <>f TK^les j- j - .; . ; t^ 
And then I shall be free from fears, 
For he'll be prince.-, ^lese^jgf.yeKirs. 
I then wiUturaa courtier. tQo» ; . . ^,- t- -, , - 
And serve the times, as others' do." 



• Lady Charlotte dc Houuy, a French lady. H. 
fiim^t dc Mlrmont, a Frcochtnan of qtmlity. H. 

Plain 
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Plain loyalty, not buUt pn h^^ - ■^"' - . r 
I leave ta.yowi:g»ttivtH:^o^eZ: 
None loves:hi?Jking aijd country bctte^. 
Yet none was ever less their debt;9H - 

;i,.,- .M>»;;^I,B''lfiISlc: .-■,-■ 

Then let-fainl'ccmie'ancl tftlte''a~nAp' '- " 
In summer od ttiyvirdairifelfe^K/^ 
Prefer our villas, Whertfiil^'ni^rtits is, '■>■' 
To Kensiiigte«,'Wt- H«t^6^JriaiA*4i ^ ? 

Norshall I diilfih silence'aiC^-' ■' ■; ■ ' "• 

For 'tig to me Ht-o^^his-irifr;''' ''-■ --^'- ■-; 

My groves, my echoes, and my birds. 

Have taught him bia fwettdiwards. 

We gardftns> .*in4 you wildernesses, , .^ ^. 

Assist air poets in distresses. 

Him twice' a weeic I here expect. 

To rattle Moody • for neglect; 

An idle rogue, who spends his quaitrkfg!:. 

In tippling at the Dog and Partridge ; 

And 1 can hardi}' get him down 

Three times a week to brush my gown. 

,1:. RICHMOND LonOB. 

I pity y6ui dear Marbte HM ; 
But hope to see you flourish stilly 
All happioAi-r-and so adJeq. 

MAKBtS HILL. 

Kia4 Kichmoad IjadgCp. th«.same to you. 
* Th« gardener. H. 
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432 avirr a toems. 

DESIRE AND POSSESSION- 

1727. 

TiS strange what different thoughts inspire 

lu men, Possession, and Desire ! 

Think what they wish so great a blessing; 

So disappointed when possessing! 
A moralist profoundly sage 

(I know not in what book or page. 

Or whether o'er a pot of ale) 

Related thus the following tale. 
Possession, and Desire his brother. 

But stiU at variance with each other. 

Were seen contending in a race; 

And kept at first an equal pace : ' 

Tis said, their course continued long, 
■ For this was active, that was strong : 

Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 

Misled them many a league about; 
Seduc'd'by some deceiving light, 
They take the wrong way for the right ; 
Througli slippery by-roads, dark and deep, 
They often climb, and often creep. 

Desire, the swifter of the two. 
Along the plain like lightning flew: 
'Till, entering on a broad highway, ' 
Where powi:r and titles scatter'd lay, 
He strove to pick lip all he found. 
And by excursions lost his ground; 
No soondr got, than with, disdain 
He threw them on the ground again ; 
And hasted forward to pursue 
Fresh objects fairer to his view; 

In 
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In hope to spring some nobler game ; 
But all he topic was Just the same : 
Too scornful now to stop his pace, 
He spum'd them in his rival's f^ce. 

Possession kept the beaten road, 
And gather'd all his brother strow'd; 
But overcharg'd, and out of wind, 
Though strong in limbs, he lagg'd behind. ' 

Desire had now the goal in sight : 
It was a tower of monstrpus height ; 
Where on the summit Fortune stands, 
A crowu and sceptre in her hands ; 
Beneath a chasm as deep as Hell, 
Where many a bold adventurer fell. 
Desire in rapture gaz'd a while. 
And saw the treacherous goddess smile; 
But, as he climb'd to grasp the crown, 
She knock'd him with the sceptre down ! 
He tumbled in the gulf profound ; 
There doom'd to whirl an endless round. 

Possession's load was grown so great, 
He sunk beneath the cumbrous weight ; 
And, as he now expiring lay, 
Flocks every ominous bird of prey ; 
The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 
At once upon his carcase light, 
And strip his hide, and pick his bones. 
Regardless of his dying groans. 
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34 swift s POBUk 

ON CENSURE. I7S7. 

Ye wise, instruct me to endure 

An evil, wliich admits no cure; 

Or, how this evil can be borne, 

Which breeds at once both hate and scorn. 

Bare innocence is no support. 

When you are try'd in Scandal's court 

Stand high in honour, wealth, 6r wit ; 

All others, who inferior sit, 

Conceive themselves in conscience bound 

To join, and drag you to the ground. 

Your altitude offends the eyes 

Of those who want the power to rise. 

The world, a willing stander by, 

Inclines to aid a specious lie : 

Alas ! they would not do you wrong; 

But alt appearances are strong ! 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On wbat detracting people say ? 
For let mankind discharge their tongues 
' In venom, till they burst their lungs, 
Their utmost malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake ; 
Nor spoil your shape, distort your face» 
Or put one feature out of place ; 
Nor will you find your fortune sink 
By what tliey speak or what they think ; 
Nor can ten hundred thousand lies 
Make you less virtuous, leam'd, or wise. 

The most effectual way to baulk 
Their malice, is — to let them talk. 
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THE FURNITURE OF A WOMAN'S MIND. 
1727. 

A SET of phrases leam'd by rote; 
A passion for a scarlet coat ; 
When at a play to laugh, or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reason why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a niinute, 
While all she prates has nothing in it; 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb sit, 
And take his nonsense all for wit ; 
Her learning mounts to read a song. 
But half the words pronouncing wrong; 
Has every repartee in store 
She spoke ten thousand times before; 
Can ready compliments supply 
On all occasioi\^s, cut and dry; 
Such hatred to a parson's gown, 
The sight will put her in a swoon ; 
For conversation well endued, 
She calls it witty to be rude; 
And, placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greatest failing; 
Nor make a scruple to expose 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nose ; 
Can at her morning tea run o'et 
The scandal of the day before ; 
Improving hourly in her skill, 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille^^^ 

In choosing lace, a critic flTce, \v^ 
Knows to a groSt the lowest price ; 

F F 2 Can 
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Can in her female clubs dispute, 
What linen best the silk will suit. 
What colours each, complexion match. 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a mou^e cf eeps in her sight, 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
So sweetly screams, if it comes neaf her. 
She ravishes all heafts to hear her: - 
Can destrously her husband teas^, 
By taking fits whene'er she please; 
By frequent practice learris the trick 
At prop'ev seasons to be sick ; 
Thinks nothing gives one airs so pretty, 
At once Creating love and pity ; 
If Molly happens to be careless, 
And but neglects to warni her hairlace, 
She gets a cold as sure as death. 
And vows she scarce can fetch her breath ; 
Admires how modest women can 
Be so robustious, like a man. 

In party, furious to her power ; 
A bitter whig, or tory sour; 
Her arguments directly tend 
Against the side she wOuTd defend j 
Wilt prove herselfa tory plaia, 
From principles the whigs maintain ; ' 
And, to defend the whiggish cause, 
Her topics from the tories draws. 

, O yes ! if any man can find 
More virtues in a woman's mind, 
Let them be sent to Mrs. Harditig;* 
She'll pay the charges to a farthing^ , 

• Widow of John Handing, ihe Dra^tw'i f rinlrt. F. 

take 
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CLEVER T4>H C;.ISCU. 

Take Botipe, sbe h08 my cwimi^suin 
To add them in the next edition ; 
They may outseU a better thing: 
So, hoUoo^ boys; God save the king! 



CLEVER TOM CLINCH 

GOING TO BE HANOED. 

ira?. 

As clever Tom Clinch, wbiie the rabble was 

bawling, 
Rode stately through Holborn to die in his calling, 
He stopt at the George for a bottle of sack, 
And promis'd to pay for it when he came back. 
His waistcoat, .and stockings, and breeches, were 

white ; 
His cap had a new cherry ribband to tye't. 
The maids to the doors and the balcrmies ran, 
And said, " Lack-a-day he's a proper young 

man !" 
But, as from the windows the ladies he spy'd. 
Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on each 

side ! 
And, when his last speech the loud hawkers did cry. 
He swore from his cart "It was all a damn'd lie!"' 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee; 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee : 
Then said, 1 must speak to the people a little ; 
But I'll see you all damu'd befor« I will wbittle.-^ 

* Acant word foi confessing at the gallows, F. 

F F S My 
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My honfest friend Wild • (may he long hold his 

place) 
He lengthen'd my life with a whole year of grace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid, 
Nor slip this occasion to follow your trade; 
My conscience is clear, and tny spirits are calm, 
And thus I go off without prayer-book or psalm ; 
Then follow the practice of clever Toin Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero and never would flinch. 



DR. SWIFT TO MR. POPE, 

WHILE Hfi WAS WRITING THE DUNCIAD. 
1727. 

"0P£ has the talent well to speak^ 

But not to reach the ear ; 
His loudest voice is low and weak, ~ 

The Dean too deaf to hear, 

A while they on each other look, 
Then differenjt studies choose; 

The Dean sits plodding on a book ; 
Pope walks, and courts the Muse. 

Now backs oPletters.f though design'd 
For those who more will need 'em. 

Are fiU'd with hints, and intcrlin'd, 
Himself can hardly read 'em. 

* The noted thief-otcher, nndcr-keeper of Newgate, wlio vta 
hanged for receiving stoleD goods. F. 
t Sec P. 404. N. 

Each 
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. A LOVE POIH. ^ 

Each atooi by some other struck 

All turns and motions tries: 
Tilt, in a lump together stuck, 

Behold a poem rise : 

Yet to the Dean his share alTot ; 

He claims it by a canon; 
That without which a thing is not. 

Is, causa sine qud non. 

Thus, Pope, in vain you boast your wit ; 

F*r, had onr deaf divine 
Been for your conversation fit, 

You had not writ a line. 

Of Sherlock * thus, for preaching famVI, 

The sexton reason'd well ; 
And justly half the merit claim'd, 

Because he rang the bell. 



A LOVE POEM 

FROM A PHYSICIAN TO HIS MISTR1S8, 
WKITTBK 4T LOKDOM. 

By poets we are well assurVl 
That love, alas I can ne*er be cur'd: 
A complicated heap of ills. 
Despising boluses and pills. 
Ah ! Chloe, this I find is true. 
Since first I gave my heart to you. 

* Tbe deao of St Fanl'i, &tber to the biabop. H. 

r F 4 Now, 
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Now, by your cruelty hard ^ound, 

I strain my guts, my colon wonnd. 

Now jealousy, my grumbjtiigti*ipes 

Assanlts with grating, grjnding gripes. 

When pity in those eyes I view, 

My bowels wambling make me spew. 

When I an amorous kiss designed, 

I beich'd a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle sigh let fall ; 

Remember how I suck'd it all: 

What cholic pangs from thence I felt,-* 

Had you but known, your heart youW tat^, 

Like ruffling winds in caverns pent. 

Till Nature pointed out a vent. 

How have you torn my heart to pieces 

With maggots, humours, and -caprices! 

By which I got the hemorrhoids ; 

And loathsome worms my Mus Tofd^ 

Whene'er I hear a rival nam'd, 

I feel my body all ififlam'd ; 

Which, breaking out in, boils and blains, 

With yellow filth my lineti stains; 

Or, parch'd with unextinguish'd thirst, 

Smallbeer I guzzle till I burst; 

And then I drag a Woa^ed c&rpns, 

Sweird with a-dropsy, like a porpoise ; 

When, if I cannot purge or stale, 

I must be tapp'U to fill a paiL 
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TO DEAN SWIFT, 

3T SI« AhTHVa JiKlUESON. 17S8. 

Good cause have I to sing and vapour, 

For I am landlord to the Drapier : 

He, that of every ear's the charmer, 

Kov cotulttEGeuds to be ray farmer, ' 

And grace my villa with his strains ; 

lives such a- bard on British plains ? 

No; not in all the British court ; 

For none bi^ whitJing* thet* resort^ 

Whose names aiod works (tb»ugbdea<l)are isade 

Immortal by the Duncitul ; 

And, sure as monuaiBBt'of t>rass, 

Their fame to future time shall pass ; 

How, with a weakly warbling tongue, 

Of brazen knight they vainly sung; 

A subject for their genius tit; 

He dares defy both sense and wit. 

What dares he not ? He can, we .know it, 

A laureat make that t* no poet ; 

A judge, withoHt the least pretence 

To commot) law, or oomiwoh sesse ; 

A bishop that is no divine ; 

And coxcombs in red rthboas shine : 

Nay, he can make, what's greater fiir, 

A middle state 'twixt peace and war; 

And say, there shall, for years together, 

Be peace and war, and botif, and neither. 

Hajipy, O Mailtet-hilU at least. 

That court and courtieqi have no taste : 

You 
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You never else had knovn the Dean, 
But, as of old, obscurely lain ; 
All things gone on the same dull track, 
And Drapier's-bill • been still Drutulack ; 
But now your name with Penshurat vies. 
And wing'd with fame shall reach the skies. 



DEAN SWIFT AT SIR ARTHUR 
ACHESON'Si 

IN THB NORTH OP IRKLAND. 

J. HE Dean would visit Market-hill, 

Our invitation was but slight ; 
I said — " Why let him, if he will :'* 

And so I bade sir Arthur write. 

His manners would not let him wait. 
Lest we should think ourselves neglected* 

And so we saw him at our gate 

Three days before he was expected. 

After a week, a month, a quarter. 

And day succeeding after day, 
Says not a word of his departure. 

Though not a soul would have him stay. 
I've said enough to make him blush, 

Methinks, or else the Devil's in't ; 
But he cares not for it a rush, 

Nor for my life will tike the hint 

* Hic Dun gave thii nvne to t ktm called promlack, which 
lie rented of lir Arthur Acbeson, whole seat lay between that and 
Market-bill ; and intiended to boild a house upon tl, but aftcrwani 
changed Ub mind. F. 

But 
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But you, my dear, may let him know. 

In civil language, if he stays, 
How deep and fbol the roads may grow, 

And that he may command the chaiae. 

Or you may say — " My wife intends. 
Though I should be exceeding proud. 

This winter to invite some friends, 
And, sir, I know, you hate a crowd." 

Or, " Mr. Dean — I should with joy 

Beg you would here continue still, / 

But we must go to Aghnecloy ;* 
Or, Mr. Moore will take it ill." 

The house accounts are daily rising ; 

So much bis stay doth swell the bills; 
My dearest life, it is surprising. 

How much he eats, how much he swills. 

His brace of puppies how they stuff ! 

And they n)uat have three meals a day, 
Yet never think they get enough; 

His horses too eat alt our hay. 

O ! if I could, bow I would maul 
His tallow face and wainscot paws, 
, His beetle irows, and eyes of wall, 

And make him soon give up the cause I 

Must I be every moment chid 

With t Skinnyboma, Snipe, and Lean ? 

O ! that I could hut once be' rid 
Of this insulting tyrant Dean ! 

* The sratof Achcton Moore, esq. in thecoantyofTjrone. 
t The Dean used to call lady Acbeioii bj those oame*. P- 
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ON A VERY OLD GLASS AT MARKET- 
HILL. 

rRAILgla'ss! thou bear'st that name as well as I; 
Though none can tell which of us first shall die. 



ANSWKftED KXTEUPORB BV VE. fiWJFTr 

Mb only chance ctD' kill ; thou, fVatler CFceture, 
Mays't die* like me, by obaoce ; but must by 
natur^. 



ON CUrriNG DOWN THE OLD THCWN 

AT MARKBT-HILL.* 

At Market-Hill, as well appears. 

By chronicle of ancient date, 
There stood for many iMHadred years 

A spacious thorn before the gate. 

* A village near the seat of I'lr Arthur Achesoa, where tba 
Dean sometimes made a loo£ visit, llie tree, which tvat s re- 
markable one, was niach admireil bjr the knight. Vet the DcaPt 
>n one of hia unaccoantaUe hufncmn, gave diiections for cutting 
it down in the abtekoe of ur AtbHTi who w« of ctiqrM kighlj 
incensed, nor would see Swift for lorac time aftrr, Bjr way of 
imking bii paare, the Dean wrote thi^ poem ; which bad the dc- 
tiredeflcct. AtiDEi»o». 

Hither 
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Hither catn« trtty village inai<^ 
And on the boughs her ^rlanid huag^;- 

And here, benaath the spreading' siMde, 
Secure from satyrs aate ^nd sung. 

Sir Archibald,* that valourous knight, 

The lord of all the fruitful plain. 
Would come aud listen with delight; 

For he was fond of rural strain. 
(Sir Archibald, whose favourite name) 

Shall stand for ages on, record, 
By Scottish bards of liighest fame, 

Wise Hawtttomdea and Stirlittg'a lonl.t) 
But time with iron teetii, I ween. 

Has canker'd all its branches round ; 
No fruit or blossom to be seen. 

Its head reclining towwd tile ground. 
This aged, sickly, sapless tlidrn, 

Which must, alas! no lotigCr st&nd, 
Behold the cruel Dean in scorn 

Cuts down with sacrilegious hand. 

Dame Nature, wbm ahe saw the. blun^, - 
Astonish'd, gave a dreadful shriek ; 

And mother Tellus trembled so. 
She scarce recover'd in a week. 

The Sylvan powers, with ftar pcTplex'd, 
In prudence and compassion, sent 

(For none could tell whose turn was next) 
Sad omens of the dire event. 

* Sir Arcbtbald Acbeion, aecntaij of stats fbr Sootland. F. 

f Drummond of HaijrthonidQn, and sir Williani Alexander 
eail of Stirling, who were both frieodi to lir Archibald, »aA 
lamaasfortbeitpoetrv. 'F. 

The 
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The magpie, lighting on the stock. 
Stood chattering with incessant din : 

And with her beak gave many a knock. 
To rouse and warn the nymph within. 

The oM foresaw, in pensive mood, 

The ruin of her aucient seat; 
And fled in haste, with all her brood, 

To seek a more secure retreat. 

Last trolled forth the gentle swine, 
To ease her itch against the stump, 

And dismally was heard to whine, 
All as she scrubb'd her meazly rump. 

The nympb who dwells in every tre^ 
(If all be true that poets chant) 

Condemn*d by Fate's supreme decree, 
Must die with her expiring plant. 

Thus, when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn committed to her care, 

Receiv'd its last and deadly wound,. 
She fled, and vanished into air. 

But from the root a dismal groan 
First issuing struck the murderer's ears; 

And, in a shrill revengeful tone. 
This prophecy be trembling hears : 

" Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
Relentless dean, to mischief born ; 

My kindred oft thiue hide shall gait. 
Thy gown and cassock oft be torn. 

And 
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And thy coBfederate dame, who brags 
That she condmnoM me to the fire. 

Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 
And wound her legs with every brier. 

Nor thou, lord Arthur,* sbalt escape; 

To thee I often call'd in vain. 
Against that assassin in crape ; 

Yet thou could'st tamely see me slain : 

Nor, when I felt the dreadful blow. 
Or chid the Dean, or pinch'd thy spouse ; 

Since you could see me treated so 
(An old retainer to your house) : 

May that fell Dean, by whose command 
Was form'd this Machiavelian plot, 

Not leave a thistle on thy land ; 
Then who wijl own thee for a Scot^ 

Pigs and fanatics, cows and teagues, - 
Through all my empire I foresee. 

To tear thy hedges join in leagues, 
Sworn to revenge my thorn and me. 

And thou, the wretch ordain'd by fate, 
Near Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 

With hatchet blunter than thy pate, 
To hack my hallow'd timber down ; 

When thou, suspended high in air, 

Diest on a more ignoble tree, 
(For thou shalt steal thy landlord's mare,) 

Then, bloody caitiff ! think on me." 

*' Sir Aitbur Acbeion. F. 
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EPITAPK, 

IV BBRKBLBT CUVRCflTASO, OLOUCESTEBSHIBK. 

. Here lies the «(rl «f Su^lk's f«oT, 
Men call'd him Dicky P«i*ce ; 
His folly serv'd to nmkc firfks laugh, 
When wTt and mfrth were scarce. 

Poor Dick, alu ! is dead and gone. 

What signifies to cry i 
Dickies enou^ are still behiiid, 

To laugh at by. and by. 

Buried June 18, 1788, ag«i^63. 



MY LADY'S* LAMENTATION AND COM- 
PLAINT AGAINST THE DEAN. 
JVLY 28, 17S». 

oURE never did man The Dean never stops, 



see 


When he opens his 


A wretdi like poor 


chops,' 


Nancy, 


I'm quite overrun 


So teas'd day and night 


With rebus and pun. 


By a Dean and aKnight, 


Before be came here, 


To punish my sins, 


To spunge for good 


Sir Arthur begins, 


cheer, 


And gives me a wipe 


I sate with delight. 


With Skinny and Snipe: 


From morningtill night, 


His malice is plain, 


With two bony thumbs 


Hallooing the dean. 


Could rub my old gums, 


• Lady Achuon. F. I 
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Or ficratchiDg my nose, And, say what I will. 

And jogging my toes ; Haul'd up every hill ; 

But at present, forsooth. Till, daggled and tat- 
I must not rub a tooth. ter'd. 

When myelhowshesees My spirits quite shat- 
Held up by my knees, ter'd, 

Myarms,]iketwoprops, I return home at night, 

Supporting my chops, And fast, out of spite : 



And just as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pen- 
dulum ; 
He trips up my props, 
And down mychin drops, 
From my head to my 
heels, 



For I'd rather be dead. 
Than it e'er should be 

said, 
I was better for him. 
In stomach or limb. 

But now to my diet; 
No eating in quiet, 



Like a clock without He's still finding fault, 



wheels ; 
I sink in the spleen, 
A useless machine. 

If he had his will, 
I should never sit still: 
He comeswith hiswbims, 
I must move my limbs; 
I cannot be sweet 
Without using my feet; 
To lengthen my breath, 
He tires me to death. 
Bytheworstofall squires, 
Through bogs and thro* 
briers, 



Too sour or too salt : 
The wing of a chick 
I hardly can pick ; 
But trash without mea- 
sure 
I swallow with pleasure. 
Next for his diver- 
sion, 
He rails at my person. 
What court breeding 

this is 1 
He takes me to pieces : 
From shoulder to flank 
I'm lean and am lank ; 



.Where a cow would be My nose, long and thin, 
startled, Grows down to my chin ; 

I'm in spite of my heart My chin will not stay, 
led ; But meets :it half way ; 

Tot. XVI. ' G c My 
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My fiogers, irroltx. 
Are tea crooked sticks: 
He 5w«ara my el — boWs 
Are two iron crows, 
Or sfaftrp pointed roeka, 
And wear out my 

amocks: 
To 'scape tbem^ sir Ar- 

ttnir 
li forc'd to lie farther. 
Or his sides tliey would 

. gore 
Like tlie tusk of a boar. 
'flow changing the 

scene, 
Bat still to the Dean ; 
He loves to be bitter at 
A lady iltiterate ; 
If he sees her but once, 
He'll Siwearshe's adu oce; 
Can tell by her looks 
Abajterofbooki;. 
Xhrottgh.eacfa iine.of 

her face 
Her folly cans trace ; 
Whicbrspoteevery fea* 

ture 
Bestowi'd her by natur«; 
Bat seose give»a gr&<it 
To' the bctraeU«s4i face :< 
Wise bw)ks and reflco- 

tion 
Will meod t^ cmn- 

plntiooi: 



(A civil. divine!. 

I wppose, m^aeing 

mine !) 
No lady who wimlsi 

them, 
Can ever be handsofsa 
I goess- well cDougk 
What he meaas by this 

stuff: 
He haws and' he hfam% 
At last out it comes: 
Wba% madam ? N» 

walkings 
No reading, oor talk- 
ing? 
yotf'ile qow ia your 

prime,' 
Malt& usfi of your .tin4 
Consider, before 
Yogi come iu) threescore 
Ubiv the huasies willfletf 
Where'er you- ap^ar ; 
;* That siHy. old pu3» 
Would fan be like w: 
What a;£g«ireahe nmfe 
la her tarnisli'd brd- 

. . cade.!" ^ , ■ 
, And then he grott 

'mild: 
Come, be a good obilii: 
If you d,re inclio'd 
To polish your mi»d. 
Be adov'd! by the taett 
Till threescore -uad ten. 
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yil siww yoa the way j 
.Hea4 siiK-. hoHps' a d»y. ■ 
.The wits v'W frequent 
; ■ -yej ^ 
A«d tilMnk you but 

twenty; 
,Th«s was I drawn in ; 
jMirgivfr me wy sin. . . 
At breakfast he'll ask 
Ji» aiqtouDt of my task. 
Put a word out of joint, 
Or miss but a point, 
He r^*3 and frets, 
(jid-raanners forgets; 
And, as I am serious, 
Is very imperious. . 
No book for delight 
Must come in my sight; 
Butt mstead. of n&\t 

plays. 
DuH Bacon's Essays^ 
Atid.pore every day (W 
That nasty P^theon. 
iEI.bfl mt a drudge ' 
Let all the frojld j«dge. 
'Twere better be blind, 
Than thus be confin'd. 
But, while in an ill 

tone, ,. 

I murder poor Milton, 
The Dean you will 

swear, 
Is-at study or prayer. 



He'sall the iif saliitier- 

ing, 
With I^MJUirers tWBtft*- 

Among his colleague^ 
A-patcil of Teagues, 
.Whoih he "brin^in a- 

mong as 
And bribes ^with mnn- 

diingus ; 
Hail, feliow, well met. 
All dirty and wet; 
Find out, if yoti can. 
Who's mailer, wlio's 

man ; 
Who makes the best fi- 
gure, 
The Dean or the dig^ci^ 
And which is the best 
At CFatkinga jest. 
How proudly Ire talks 
Of zigzags and Walks ; 
And all tlie day raves 
Of cradles and caves; 
And' boasts of his feats^ 
His grobtoes! and seaCi; 
Shows all his gewgaws, 
Affd gwpca for'sftptaBse--; 
A fine occupation 
For one in his station! 
A hole where a rabbit 
Would scorn to inha- 
bit, 
Dug out in.an hour; 
He calls ft a bower. 

But 
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But, 01 
laugh, 
To see a wild calf 
Come, driven by heat. 
And foul the green fteat; 
Or run belter-skelter 
To hisarbourforslielter, 
Where all goes to ruin 
The Dean has been do* 

ing: 
Xbe girls of the village 
Come flocking for pil- 
lage, 
Pull dovn tbe 6De briers 
And thorns to make 

fires; 
But yet are so kind 
To leave something be- 
hind : 
No more need be slid 

on't, 
I smellwheni tread on't. 
Dear friend, doctor 
Jinny, 
If I could but win ye, 
Or Walmsley or Wha- 

ley. 
To come hither daily. 



Since Fortune, ray foe, 
Will needs have it so, 
That rm,byherfrowB^ 
Condemn'd to Uack 

gowns ; 
No squire to be found 
The neighbourhood 

round ; 
(For, under the rose, 
I would rather choost 

those) 
If your wives will per- 
mit ye, 
Come here, out of pity, 
To ease a poor lady, 
And beg her a play day. 
So may you be seen 
No more in the spleen. 
May Walmsley give 

wine 
Like a hearty divine ! 
May Whatey disgrace 
DullDaniel's whey-face! 
And may your three 

spouses 
Let you lie at friendi 

houses I 
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